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now mama/p/ease forgive me for all the wrong I did 
reminisce hacK In the datfs that I was a lost little kid 

so tfOMng, so sweet, h^t most of all Imocent 

MOW all that's gone 'ca^se this game gets so thick 

praif to the Lord even/ night so fie knows that I tr^lif repent 

h^t I wonder Is this too mnch to forgive? 



read the rest of El MIchacano-Kastro's TOW on page 3 
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Welcome to Ed. Note/issue 1 3.03! 

In skn earlier Editor's Note, we talked about the slogans that 
Americans love to believe about themselves, but which ^te mainly 
empty words. For example, we claim to provide Equal Justice Under 
Law, but CM^r^ child locked up (and eyier^ minority that has had 
to deal with the unfskimess of the system) understands that it's 
not true. Other equally empty slogans that we repeat endlessly in 
order to create the myths that we love to believe about ourselves 
(because it makes us feel better about who we Skr9i\ include: "Liberty 
and justice for all," 'The freest country on earth," "Leave no child 
behind" and so many more. 

So, it is no svktptise that children in this country have myths that 
they repeat endlessly so that they, like the larger society in which 
we live, can feel a certain way about themselves and their lives. 
But whether we're talking about adults or children, empty words 
and slogans remain empty words and slogans no matter how many 
times they're repeated. There ^te many examples in eMet^ issue of 
The Beat of these slogans that offer nothing more than a surface 
without depth, a belief without deeper thought, stn acceptance of 
someone else's phrase without a closer look at what it means and 
what it does not mean. We've pretty much given up on changing the 
larger society's reliance on these national myths, but we can't give 
up on you and our desire that you look deeper than Americans are 
encouraged to look. We won't stop pushing you to keep it real. 

We want to call attention to just a couple of these foolish myths 
that we read CM^t^ week in this eye-opening publication. And we 
want to make the point that just because we read these slogans 
eMet^ week, they ^te no more true after a thousand repetitions than 
they were the first time we read them. 

The first of these is: "We're all we got." You can ssk^ it Sk% often 
Sk% you choose, but it's a lie. Look deeply into your lives. You have 
mothers and sisters and brothers that stand by you, no matter what 
trouble you get in. You've had teachers and counselors who truly 
care about you and your futures, if you only care to take advantage 
of what they can offer. Be honest with yourselves. Who is there 
for you or wants to be there for you? Who has stood with you or 
encouraged you? 

One-way to know the ^ns^et to these questions is to ask 
yourself: Who have I disappointed? We know you all will come up 
with a list of people that you feel you have let down (including 
yourselves). But how can you let someone down who doesn't care 
about you and your future? It's not possible. So the slogan that 
"We're all we got" simply cannot be true, and repeating it endlessly 
does you no good at all. In fact, it hurts you, because you begin to 
believe it, which does not lead to self-awareness or responsibility to 
make things better by reaching back to those who ^te reaching out 
to you. There Skte hands to be grasped, if only you are willing to see 
them and to take them. Those who believe that "We all we got" Skte 
just like those who believe our criminal justice system treats people 
fairly because the slogans they repeat tell them so... and they (and 
we) 9te also hurt by believing this lie, because then no one has try 
to make it a reality. 

Another example of these empty phrases we read in eyier^ issue 
of The Beat (and one that has devastating consequences if believed) 
is: 'They can't hold vls forever." Wrong! They can hold you forever; 
maybe not here and now for what you've done, but for things you 
might do in the future, especially if you believe the lie that "they 
can't hold vls forever." 

The facts (rather than our misconceptions about the facts) 
speak for themselves. According to the latest data, more than 
2,000 children (some barely into their teen ^eskt%\, are locked up for 
the rest of their lives without any possibility of release. More than 
200 of these children are locked up right here in California! Most 
of these children were sentenced to Life Without Parole (LWOP) 
for simply being at the scene when someone's life was taken, even 
though they didn't commit the murder or, in many cases, have any 
idea that such a crime was going to happen. The very fact that they 
were there — whether they took an active part or not in the robbery 
that went bad or the gang fight that led to someone's death — 
was reason enough for the system to put them permanently behind 
bars. (And there are thousands more young people serving Life 
Without Parole who are still in their teens, though legally no longer 
children.) 

42 of the 50 states allow children to be sentenced to prison 
without the possibility of ever walking free for the rest of their 
lives! California is one of those, and accounts for ten percent of 
the nation's total number of children in that permanent state of 
imprisonment — permanent siaveryl Those are facts. You can believe 
what you want, but your beliefs do not change the facts. And the 
facts are that they most certainly can hold you forever if you give 
them that opportunity. They can, and they do. 

What we're trying to say is this: The Beat Within wants you to 
be better thinkers than the adults who let you grow up in conditions 
no one with any power (or money) would allow for their own 
children. We want you to be more honest than those who arrest you 
because your pants are sagging or you're walking in certain places. 
We want you to be better than DAs and judges and politicians of 
every stripe who toss of these empty slogans because they can, 
and because these lies allow them to get away with all manner of 
injustice. We want you to think seriously about the words you write 



in these pages and try to avoid simply repeating things you've 
heard others say or seen others write. 

Is America the greatest country on earth? Why or why not? If it's 
written in a book, does that make it true? When the President (and 
others) claim that they respect life or that they feel your pain, does 
it automatically become the truth? Do the lies our government told 
us to justify going to war with Vietnam in the 1 960s become true 
because 55,000 Americans and perhaps three million Vietnamese 
lost their lives fighting it? And what about the war we're fighting 
now? No matter how many times our government told us there 
were Weapons of Mass Destruction in Iraq, or that its government 
supported Al Qaida, the statements were lies that we bought and 
went to war over. Are the lies that led to this war no longer lies 
because up to half a million civilians (innocent non-combatants, 
including women and children) and nearty 4,000 young Americans 
(and still counting) have paid with their lives? 

You know the answers to these questions because you have 
seen what is below the surface of those words. We want you to look 
below the surface of the words you use. Test them. Examine them. 
Judge from your own experiences in life and your own ability to 
think and reason whether they are true or not. Are "they" playing 
you, or are you playing you? Is racism THE reason you are where 
you are, or just A reason (among many)? These questions do not 
have quick and easy answers, and that is the point we're trying to 
make. 

Don't fall for the easy (but often wrong) explanations for why 
the world is the way it is, why the country is the way it is, why 
the city or the block or the home you live in is the way it is — why 
you are the way you are. Don't deny what you already know simply 
because it doesn't equal those slogans you've heard and are tempted 
to repeat. Look under the words that are too often designed to 
make us feel good about things we have no business feeling good 
about (and this is true for all of us, not just those who write in The 
Beat). 

The next time someone says to you, "We all we got," ask them 
to explain what they mean. If their explanations require more 
explaining, keep asking. The next time you hear the words, 'They 
can't hold us forever," ask how that could possibly be true when 
so many teenagers are being held forever. Can you get your minds 
around that concept? Forever is a very long time. Don't accept the 
things you hear as true without questioning them and testing them 
against your own knowledge and experience. Don't just be "good 
Americans" spouting platitudes and cliches. (Use your dictionaries 
if you don't know the meaning of those words.) Your lives are your 
best schools. Let your lives truly educate you so that you can look 
deeply at what you are taught (by parents, by teachers, by homies), 
and decide for yourselves what's true and what's not. Understand 
the reality of your lives, and then teach us, your readers. That's 
what we mean every week in our workshops when we tell you to 
"get below the surface and be teachers." 

What you know is priceless. Don't let anyone tell you what 
to believe, and don't accept anyone's easy slogan to avoid critical 
thinking. What you learn about those words and about yourselves 
may be uncomfortable at first, but we believe that discomfort can 
be your friend. Like we said, we've given up hope that the larger 
American society will be honest with themselves and give up those 
nice slogans that make us feel we're the greatest gift to mankind 
the world has ever known. 

But we haven't given up on you! 

Before we go, lets inform you readers of the topics this week 
in this powerful edition you hold in your hands! The first topic, "A 
Tough One" - If your parent or guardian asked you to stop seeing 
your boyfriend/girlfriend because they thought this person wasn't 
treating you well, what woul«l/did you say or do? How did you feel? 
Did it hurt you? Catch you by surprise? Would you do the same if 
your child, years from now, was going through the same type of 
challenging relationship? If you have never been through such a 
situation, then tell us in detail of a time your parents/guardians 
wanted you to stop hanging with a certain friend(s) because of the 
potential danger and trouble they could get you into. 

Second topic, "Advice For The Abused..." - Many of us have 
experienced abuse and there are even more of us who know 
someone who's been abused. But what do you tell someone who's 
being physically abused? If your friend was being beaten by their 
parents or significant other, what would you tell them to ease their 
pain? What advice would you give a friend who was being physically 
abused? 

Third topic, "Backed Up Into A Corner" - All of us have seen 
and done things that should have remained a secret and we wished 
word simply didn't get out. So eventually this problem finds it's way 
into the hands of the people you try to keep these thoughts from. 
Eventually, you find yourself pushed into a corner by our family, 
girl/boy friend, lawyer, PO, police, teacher, and you either come 
clean, or you attempt to b-s your way out of this tight situation. 
This week break down for us a time, when you were slammed to 
the wall by a person wanting answers, the answers you were not 
comfortable in sharing. 

Last and definitely not least, "I Remember Saturday Mornings 
When..." 

See you all next week, this issue's for you, to read, to learn and 
to share. 
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incarcerated youth, is published by Pacific News Service. 
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promote peace and unity. Our goal is to educate one another. 
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consequences, and could be used to incriminate you. Try to illuminate youi 
feelings and viewpoints without running the risk of providing ammunition foi 
those who might use your words against you. 
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sticks' Life, Part One 



My earliest memories are living in a trailer on my 
grandparents' farm. I lived with my mother Veronica, my 
father Joseph and my sister Jessica. 

"I can remember most everything since I was four years 
of age. Most of the time my mother was at work. 

Back then she was a disk jockey for live 105.3 Her D.J 
name was Veronica Cramer (Cray-Mer). It was 1993, the year 
my brother Jacob was born. When my brother was born he 
wouldn't eat or move or make noise. He had to have a tube 
inserted down his throat to be fed. The doctors told my 
mother that my brother would eventually take the tube out 
on his own, but my father always took it out, saying Jacob 
did it himself. 

At that time I was three and more or less oblivious to 
the phantasmagoria my tiny tot years were. My story starts 
during the year 1994. At that time I barely knew my brother, 
he didn't even live in the trailer. Since my mother was 
always at work my sister and I spent plenty of unwanted 
time with our father. Most of his attention was focused on 
me. 

He would flat out torture me. Joseph would make me 
drink Kool- Aid until I threw up, then have me run around 
a table until I cramped so bad I couldn't even stand. Other 
times he would wake me up by rolling me up in a futon 
couch I slept on and keeping me wrapped up for hours. He 
would make my sister and me watch him beat my mother 
with a belt, and when he finished with her he would force 
her to beat us bloody. A few times he had handcuffed my 
sister and I together and made us fight. 

By far the worst I can remember is how he would get a 
noose and tie us to a tree by the ankles. When we were tied 
he would beat us with an oar. By 1995 my sister and I had 
moved into our grandparents house while our mother and 
father stayed in the trailer. Jacob and I shared a room. He 
still slept in a crib. My sister had her own room. 

My grandpa Lester and my grandma Emily were my 
father's parents. It was Emily and Lester's farm. My 
grandmother Sandra lived in Castro Valley. Sandra's 
husband Don died in Vietnam. He died of cancer caused 
by prolonged exposure to the then top-secret chemical 
weapon agent orange. So I've been told anyways. 

My mother and father met while they were in high 



school. My father went to American high in Hayward 
and my mother went to Castro Valley High in Castro 
Valley. Hence the name. My mother was introduced to my 
father by a friend. It wasn't long before she fell in love with 
the insidious bastard. 

Joseph was a pedophile, a sadist and a pervert. My 
mother and father separated October 1996. She left him 
after she found out Joseph and his friend Kevin (who was 
also a pedophile) had been molesting my sister for years. I 
still don't know why she hadn't left him sooner. Maybe she 
was a victim of some kind of Stockholm syndrome. One 
could see the marriage as more of a hostage situation. 

After my mother left Joseph she left Jessica, Jacob, 
and me with our grand mother Sandra and disappeared for 
a while. Maybe a month and a half later she came by out 
of the blue to our new home. She had managed to rent an 
apartment in the same complex as my aunt. The complex 
was in San Leandro, right next to Alameda County Juvenile 
Hall. I have no idea how long we lived there. Joseph came 
over a lot to have sex with my mother. My grandmother 
also came over a lot to check on all of us. My mother was 
depressed, all she did was work, eat, sleep, watch TV, 
smoke weed and sleep some more. 

When she went to work she would leave us with this 
guy Jeff. He was always high on something. We would watch 
Johnny Quest or Speedracer while he shot up. Every once 
in a while mom would take us down to the pool. I remember 
once I tripped and fell into the deep end of the pool. I didn't 
know how to swim so I just layed on the bottom of the pool 
looking up. 

That was the most peaceful feeling I've ever experienced. 
The last thing I remember is seeing my mother's silhouette 
coming down to me. At some point in 1997, Mom lost the 
apartment so we ended up moving into my grandmother 
Sandra's house. I was six going on seven years old. 

-James, Alameda 

From The Beat: This story is incredibly well-told, not just because like you 
say, you remember details so well, but also because we can see the older 
you trying to make sense of the things that happened to the younger you. 
We lAfish lAfe had answers for you. Was it a kind of Stockholm syndrome? 
Maybe - they also call it Battered Woman Syndrome. Where did she go 
while she was gone? We have so many questions for you - did your 
grandparents know what was going on? Did you ever try to convince your 
mother to leave Joe? Did you "know" how badly you were being treated? 
Where is your brother? We are looking forward to reading the rest of your 
incredible life story. 



My Life 



Ever since I was young, I was brought up in a gang. By 
the time I was ten years old, I had witnessed murders, 
stabbings, gang fights, and anything else you would see 
in Santa Rosa. 

When I was twelve, I started putting in work for my 
'hood. That's when my older cousin who was fifteen, shot 
and killed these rival gang members in a drive-by. He 
got snitched on by a rival gang member and got life in 
prison. 

When I was a very young teen, I shot my first gun. Ever 
since then I been buying, selling and shooting them. 

Now I'm sixteen. I've been in and out of the halls. Now 
I realize that the stuff I was brought up in will probably 
end my life, but I'll pray for something better. 

-Chino, Marin 

From The Beat: Now that you realize that the life you're leading may 
sabotage or even end your life, you must know you've got to change 
your life now. What life can you live that will get you out of the 'hood 
and into something you love to do, that will keep you safe, educated 

T? The longer you wait to become 
independent of the life you've written about, the harder it may be to 
start over. You can do it! And you're right, you must! 



My name is Oleathea, aka Lil' New New. 

My life is very hard. I can write a book about my life. I had 
my son when I was only thirteen years old; and I lost my son 
this year from a shoot out in Los Angeles. 

Both my loves were lost from shootouts. I feel like 
everything is going down. I joined my crew in 2006. Everybody 
said I go hella hard. I feel sometimes that I'm deep in some 
shhh. I can't get out of this. 

I miss my twin brother, and I miss my first child out of 
my own womb. 

I miss a lot of people, but I miss my son more than 
anything. That's why I do the things I do. I seen everything 
and been through everything. I can't go to sleep at night, 
'cause all I keep thinking about is how they killed my child, 
my flesh my blood. My son was supposed to turn four this 
year I just can't understand... 

-New New, Alameda 
From The Beat: We can't even begin to imagine the kind of pain losing 
your brother and your child would create in you. And yes, we agree that 
you're probably "deep in some shhh" because of trying to cope with your 
grief. Of course getting involved in a violent crew isn't going to help, 
or make the pain go away, and you know that already. The answer to 
violence isn't more violence, is it? We've been reading and appreciating 

at we know you want more. And 
you deserve more too. 
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Abuse 



Lost in this world of hate, anger, and frustration. 
Like one single dot on a television full of static. 

This time you left feeling afraid. 

Not for the second. 

Not for the minute. 

But for a lifetime that you may never forget. 

Quick to react, like the twitch of a single muscle. 
Caused by hurt and pain, mentally, physically, and 
emotionally. 

Now you're left with many visions. 

Visions of a hurtful past, 

A hurtful future. 

Visions of hope, wishes, and dreams to be fulfilled. 

To escape this world, you're left alone. 
Like an animal locked or chained up. 

Having the feeling to have to do something or get help. 

But can't- 

You're lost 

You're afraid 

You're alone. 

You see only more of this world as if no way out, you can 

see. 

This takes courage, strength, and motivation. 

This could be hard to find in yourself but not 

impossible. 

You're now left with thoughts and choices. 
Choices to do right. 
To help yourself. 
To see better days. 

It's up to you what happens from here. 

Try to reconnect with yourself and thing about what you 

really want. 

Abuse! 

-Jeff, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: While you write about something traumatizing, you 
seem to have the icnowiedge on how to get through it. We appreciate 
your openness and optimism. 



X 



My Needs 



Well Beat I'm afraid that I can't write any of the topics today. 
Once I get out of here, I'm going to need a job, but I have no 
idea what I'm going to do. All of a sudden, everyone wants to 
know, what are my plans, for the future are. 

The problem is I really don't have any. And yes I really do 
want to go to college, but past that I'm pretty much drawing 
a blank. I'm really not interested in anthropology, speaking 
Italian, marine biology, etc. so even what classes to take I'm 
not so sure. 

I'm interested in religion, and philosophy though. But 

the only real path that leads to is a writer; I really don't think 

that I'm a good enough writer. But I could be some day. I'm 

running out of time so I have to end this now, I'll figure it out 

some day I have to. 

-Monk, Santa Clara 
From The Beat: There you go, you got two choices. Any of those are 
good. You can become a priest and philosopher, or teach philosophy. 
You'll never find out what you want un\e%% you give it a try. We hope 
you find a good job that can keep you away from this place. The choices 
are waiting for you to be taken. Stay in touch Monk, you mean plenty 
to u% here at The Beat Within, we're pulling for you!! 



Please Tell 'Em For Me 



To my homeboy 

Please tell my brothers, my mom, and my sister 

That I love 'em 

Tell 'em that I wish that I can see them 

And can hug 'em 

From a son to his mommy 

Please tell her that I'm sorry 

From a brother to my brothers 

Tell 'em to keep doing what they do 

Tell 'em, "Don't trip about me 

I'll be back soon" 

From a brother to a sister 

Tell her that I miss her 

From a boyfriend to a girlfriend 

Tell her I got to do some time 

But tell her not to trip 

'Cause I'll be doing fine 

Tell her that I miss her 

But don't tell her I was crying 

Try to convince her 

'Cause she will know that you are lying 

She knows that I miss her 

And I can't wait to be with her 

From a homeboy to a homeboy 

Don't ever give up hope 

I gave up mine 

'Cause I thought it was a joke 

I'm locked up 

And I told you it was nothing 

But now I'm trippin' 

'Cause it's turning into something 

-Sneaky, Marin 

From The Beat: it's amazing how fragile hope can be, and how 
suddenly it can be obliterated. Hope can come back, and it will, but it^ 
devastating when it disappears, isn't it? Why don't you send this really 
lovely poem to your family. Let them know how you really care about 
and love them. 



Abused Many Times 

I've been abused many times. 

When I was 6 months old, my mom threw me in the 
trash but I'm so thankful for my grandmother. She went 
to my mom's house and she made my mom tell her where 
she put me. Ever since, I've been with her. 

But when I turned 11,1 left to live with my mom. She 
started to abuse me when I was 11. She would put me in 
the bathroom, wet me, and hit me with a horse-whip, all 
over my body-even my face. She would hit me until she 
knocked me out. When I would wake up, she would go in 
there and take me out. 

I suffered 3 years of her torture until my aunty told 
my grandmother how she was treating me. She went to 
her house and got her by the hair and slapped her. She 
made her get my clothes and everything that belonged 
to me. Ever since that, I've been with my grandmother, 
but I should say my mother because I've been with my 
grandmother more. 

Now that I'm with her, I feel better. But I think those 
three years of torture affected me. I can't stand for 
anybody to yell at me because I have a short temper. 

So if you're being abused, try to get away from that. 
Tell the cops that you're being abused and they could 
help you. 

-Anthony, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: You've been through a lot of unhappy times, but your 
spirit has NOT been broken. You have a life to live and being in the 
D-home is not where you should be. Get through those bad memories 
and go forward by staying out of trouble. We believe in you! 



///// 



Enslaved Within Your Mind: Introduction 

So blind, to the world! How can one not see the damage 
they're inflicting to themselves and their community? As 
I sit in my cell and think back to the times I was enslaved 
to the ghetto, I wonder why my life has been so dark. I sit 
here and cry myself to sleep, but these are tears of joy. 

These are tears of joy because I am proud of myself 
for finally waking up out of a dreadful scary sleep. If only 
everyone can realize that we are still in slavery, then 
that's when our world could become a better place for yo 
and me. 

Some say I been through a lot: group homes, foster 
homes, attempted rape, guns, violence, drugs, sex, money, 
and murder. But to me, I feel normal. To others they see 
me as a psycho, someone who has no hope. But to me, I 
see myself as a young strong individual who is currently 
in the process of overcoming a lot of struggles. 

About two months ago, I would have never thought 
of this, but thanks to all that put wisdom in my head. I 
know it didn't sink right in, but shhh takes time, and the 
time has come to let all know: my mind had finally woke 
up and I finally realized that doing what I used to do was 
doing more damage than good. How did I realize all of this 
is a question I ask myself over and over. 

This book I am writing is dedicated to all that's still 
enslaved and don't know it. This isn't to glorify gang 
violence; this is a wake-up call to all that think this life 
is "it". What I want you to learn from my story is that 
I want you to know you have the power to change the 
culture of the world. And most of all, you have the power 
to change. 

Release all the wisdom that is locked in your mind 
by the streets. All you have to do is want to change, and 
believe me, it will happen. Look at me. 

-DboU, San Francisco 

The Beat Within: The question you asic yourself over and over — 
how did you start thinicing in an entirely new way — is the question 
we're most interested in. We also agree that wanting to change is the 
prerequisite to changing... but it is not enough without some courage, 
some perseverance and some good luck. We wish you all the above! 



Dedicated To Somebndy... 

I always thought after my first love, I would live the rest 
of my life without another. This one person hurt me deep. 
Left scars which are unable to heal. I would see her and 
her new white boy walkin' around school. I would bite my 
lip and keep my head up, as if nothin' mattered. I had my 
friends; she had hers. Being Chinese, I had associated 
myself to people that would change my life forever. 

Months passed and I still don't do nothin'. Of course 
I had thoughts of jumpin' him, but I ain't about to fight 
for somebody who left me after the years we walked 
together. Eventually my feelings for this girl faded, and I 
paid attention to things that happened on the streets. Six 
months passed before my eyes and before I know it, it's 
summer. The four years I spent laggin' with my ex was 
finally let go. 

I opened my heart to new opportunities. By then 
I had dropped all my gang affiliations and all my drug 
connections. June 2nd, 2007, I met someone new. The 
last thing I expected was to get involved with someone so 
quick. First it started out as a little friendship, hangin' out 
with all our friends, pickin' her up from summer school, 
bringin' her to places to enjoy our summer. Our meets 
became more and more frequent. We would text almost 
15/7, from when we woke up 'til when she slept. Very 
soon, we were inseparable. As school started, we began 
to drift, but our love for one another will stay strong. I 
would do so much for her. I love her. 

-Chinese Kid, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We seldom assign Piece Of the Week to pieces about 
love. But this is so much more. It is about honesty and the ability to 
change. It is about how what we think we know may not be so. It is 
about letting go, and how pain becomes only the memory of pain with 
time, and especially with love. The fact that you wanted to jump your 
former love for hurting you, but didn't, for all the right reasons, tells us 
that you are maturing into a responsible adult. We love this piece. 



Somethino I Remember 



I remember when I was in first grade and went to the 
bathroom in my pants and my step-dad hit me. I was only 



Advice for the Abused 



I experienced abuse from when I was seven years old 
until I was fifteen years old. My mom and dad used to 
argue a lot and fight. My dad used to hit my mom a lot, 
and my brother and sister and myself. I seen it all the 
time and I used to hate seeing my mom get beat all the 
time. Most of the time, she didn't do anything wrong. 

As I got older, my dad stopped being violent towards 
my mom. I used to stop my dad from going after my mom, 
because my sister was always scared of my dad so every 
time they fought - I was always there. I hated seeing my 
mom get hit. She use to tell me not to get involved in it, 
but I didn't listen to her - I still got into it. 

When I was sixteen years old, my dad started to do 
drugs and I stopped listening to him because of that and 
he would get so mad at me and tell me to listen to him 
and I would always tell him stupid stuff and wish stuff 
upon him, until one day he passed away. It was December 
9, 2005 and that is when I opened my eyes more, because 
I really didn't tell him what I wanted to before he passed 
away, so now I am really close to my mom. I love her so 
much. 

- Bzzy, Santa Clara 

s you participated in The 
Beat workshop, this was an honest and powerful piece that really spoke 
to the topic. Your advice - to stand up for your loved ones, but also to 
forgive - is really important. Thank you for sharing your story. 



of him. 

I would be in trouble every day. My step-dad used to tell 
me I was a 'faggot' and stuff like that. He was hella mean to 
me when I was little. And then when my grandma left, he was 
even meaner to me. That was his mom and she would protect 
me, all the time. 

When we moved, my step-dad would beat me every day. 
I would get in trouble for no reason. When we would drop 
my mom off at work, he would wait until she was in her 
workplace and then start to push me and pull my hair, and 
slam my head into the dashboard and the window. And this 
stuff went on for six or seven years. 

The reason why it stopped was because one day I stood 
up for myself and told someone that he was doing this to 
me. 

I was afraid when my mom went to work and when I 
got home from school. I would have to be home early every 
day or he would hit me very hard when I got home. But now 
since I do what he does, he likes me. He's a gangbanger. He's 
been in the game for a long time. Now that I'm a homeboy, 
he doesn't touch me anymore. He's the real reason I'm not 
afraid anymore to get hit. 

-Miklo, Santa Clara 
From The Beat: This is a hard story to read. The past can't be undone, 
but it doesn't have to be repeated. Cycles of violence are continued 
because the younger generation learns from the older that violence 
is an acceptable way to behave. It shouldn't be. If you find yourself 
in a position of responsibility, of caring for a child, remember your 
past. Do not beat or harm the child you are caring for. Break the cycle. 
Who knows what kind of a childhood your step-dad was subjected to. 
Perhaps he was beaten. We don't know. But we know that children 
deserve protection and love, not violence. You can break the cycle. 
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My Nightmare 



Just came from school. I can't believe I'm in second 
grade. "I had a good day," I tell my mom as I ran towards 
the kitchen for my normal afternoon snack. I said hi to 
my moms' roommate and her fiance. They responded with 
a warm "Hi, how was school?" 

I told them it was cool 'cause my teacher made me a 
late bird, which means I'm above average for my age and 
grade level. The fiance, whose name was Cuba, said I was 
beginning to be a big girl. 

I answered "a smart one too." 

As the day went on, I played outside and came in before 
the street lights came on. My mom told me to go wash up 
for dinner, so I did as she told me. "I love you mom," I 
thought as I came to the kitchen. Fried pork chops, my 
favorite. I ate, and my mother ran my bath water. 

I got in my favorite nightgown with a Barbie and pink 
ruffies on it. I checked to see if my little brother was 
asleep and he was. I went into my room and my found my 
baby sister already sleep, but in my bed. Oh well, I'll just 
sleep with her. 

Deep into sleep, a couple hours in I felt someone 
pulling my covers I gently swung my arm and told my 
little brother to go lay back down and leave me alone. The 
movement stopped so I assumed my brother went back to 
bed, I quickly fell back to sleep. A couple minutes latter 
I felt someone touching but I couldn't seem to find were 
it was, I tried to get my focus. I saw a face who I thought 
was my brother, but as I woke up I noticed it was the face 
of Cuba.... Once I realized what was going on, I felt his 
hand between my legs so I screamed for my mom as loud 
as I could and trying to wake everybody up. I felt at that 
moment I was going to die. 

He tried to calm me down, but I screamed even louder 
this time yelling "mom!" She came into my room to find 
him sitting by my bed. He told a lie, saying he climbed 
through my window 'cause the front door was locked, but 
my window had a lock on it. 

All I saw was two fists that looked like one hundred. 
My mom is tryna kill him. She kicks him out. She then 
grabs me, picks me up and tells me its gonna be okay. 
Tomorrow came, school day. She said I didn't have to 
go, the family bursts through the door, screaming at my 
mommy, but she didn't do anything. I wanna go to school 
now. . . I took myself 

I was really late. I asked my teacher could she keep 
a secret to explain why I was late she said ok. I told her 
what happened and she called the police. They took me 
away and didn't even let me say goodbye. I got to the foster 
home, and they told the parents that I was molested. At 
8 I didn't know what that meant. Three months later I 
finally got to go home. 

My mom looked like she seen a ghost when I knocked 
on the door and yelled MOMMY!! I'm home. I jumped into 
her arms. She wouldn't let go for a long time. 

I missed my mom. I'm glad my nightmare is over. 

-Makayla, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Thank you for sharing your powerful story. This must 
have been such a confusing and painful ordeal to go through, with all 
these adults making decisions for you about where you should live, 
what you should do. The "nightmare" was over when you finally got 
home - but were there long-term effects? Have you and your mom talked 
about it since then? Did Cuba end up having to go to jail? 
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My Anti-Drug 

My anti-drug helps define 

me, 

It's the only thing that 

might help determine what 

I shall be. 



It gives me a mind that's 

clear, 

Clear of hate, anger, 

depression, and fear. 

It gives me the strength 
and power to believe. 

It gives me the thought 
and ability to achieve. 

It allows me to be free. 

Free of drama, tears and 

reality. 

It gives me visions of 

succession. 

Through this non-verbal 

way of expression. 

It seems to be never- 
ending. 
As all my struggles and 
frustrations are left 
pending. 

It's something I know no 
one could ever take. 



With the strength it 
provides I feel I'll never 
break. 

It's hard to understand 

through the words I write. 

But easier through vision 

and sight. 

My anti-drug helps define 

me. 

It's one thing that might 

help determine what I 

shall be. 

My anti-drug is dance 

It's something I learn 



Something I see 

Something I learn 

Something that's me. 

As hard as it is for me to 

say. 

It's hard for others to hear. 

However, it's the path that 

leads my way. 

Through it I feel I make 

myself clear. 

-Jeffrey, Land Of Enchantment 
From The Beat: You're on the 
right path to maturity and 
success. Continue to believe in 
yourself and "never break". We 
look forward to your writing. 



Cause And Effect 



It's like cause and effect, to keep it on the real 

The cause is the hood we detest. 

And the cause is that we kill 

We don't kill and take lives 

Just to have fun 

We kill to survive, so we don't die by the gun 

The cause is poor mothers, 

who can't afford a place to live 

The effect is their daughter, who are 18 and have a kid 

It ain't no plan to get pregnant, that's how it is in this life 

Why we gonna regret, if we just tryin' to survive 

The cause is poor males who can't handle bein' a father 

The effect is that we fail, and push life's risks a lil' further 

We wasn't born gangsters that's the way we was raised 

We probably wouldn't shank ya, if we wj 

different way 

The cause is the government, who don't care 'bout those 

appraised The effect is we ain't lovin' it, it's that were 

obsessed 

The cause ain't the fame, it's the money and drugs 

"" * * ' ^ ^ itin' slugs 

The cause is to be united and take no disrespect 
The effect Is that were dyin', what the hell do you expect. 

- FiftyOneFifty, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: The rage and clarity of this poem devastating. We 
wonder what the presidential candidates would think if they could hear 
what you have to %wy. Would they be afraid? Would they be moved? 
Would they decide to make a change in the laws? You voice is powerful 
and real - you must fight to change the world, tell the world what you 
feel. 



///// 



In My Dark, Lonely Corner 

Look deep in my eyes past the beautiful green 

and tell me what the heck is it that you can see 

No coward in me lived most of my life in these streets 

and since a very young age, 

I've been accustomed to the heat pull and down my jeans 

not many people want it with me 

'cause I was raised among a tough breed 

and when you speak to me, y 

you'll find no trace of child 'hood memories 

sick of the spirits that haunt me in the night when I sleep 

and these rivals want me so bad that I keep a pistol 

underneath my sheets 

not that I'm scared of death 

but I wouldn't want my mama to grieve for me 

still I would never live my life on my knees 

I rather choose to die on my feet 

seen many people fall down victim to this dirty concrete 

now the hood is stained with blood nobody cries for a thug 

and growing up in these playgrounds were those dirty fake 

people that not so many rise above 

started off hustle in dubs, 

now were counting out the dope by the trunk 

now look back into my life to my hard earned stripes 

and I feel like the tears started boiling up onto my eyes as 

I fade away in the night thinking where would I go when I 

die? 

some say I'm burning in the lake of eternal flames 

but I've lived my life so foul 

bet the devil going to chew and spit me out 

I'm in an unpaved road trying to find my way back home 

and I'm all alone cause I said fudge dots friends a long time 

ago 

now mama please forgive me for all the wrong I did 

reminisce back in the days that I was a lost little kid 

so young, so sweet, but most of all innocent 

now all that's gone 'cause this game gets so thick 

pray to the Lord every night so He knows that I truly repent 

but I wonder is this too much to forgive? 

-El Michacano- Kastro, Santa Clara 
From The Beat: Don't you think it's too early for you to be thinicing 
about where you are going to go when you die? Why not thinicing about 
what you can do in order to malce a big change in your life. Honestly, if 
you continue the lifestyle you are dealing with right now, you won't last 
long in this life. It^ time for you to stop acting childish. You're almost a 
grown up man, maybe you are already in county, yet a it's time for you 
to start acting like an adult. Come on man, we're pulling for you! What 
are you expecting to happen to you to get the point. You may protect 
your weakness with all the fear, hatred and proud you show, but we are 
sure that within yourself you want your life to be different. We could 
tell through your last sentence. 



Hands Off! 



Me, personally, I don't believe in abuse. If a man was to put 
his hands on a woman, to me he is considered a punk. I could 
never see myself in a situation where I would have to put my 
hands on a female. That's just not my style. I mean, I have 
gotten very angry at females, but no matter how mad I get, I 
can never see myself anywhere close to doing that. 

If I ever see any man or anyone -I don't care if I know 
them or not- put their hands on a female, basically I'm going 
to go bad. 

There's a saying that says "when you're young, if you 
watched or witnessed females in your family being abused, 
you will do the opposite and love and cherish them instead 
of hurting them." I believe in this saying and 'till this day, I 
won't even let a man talk about beating a women around me. 
I will go bad. 

-Big Stewy, Alameda 
From The Beat: This editor is cheering to read the fine writing of a young 
man in juvenile hall who won't stand for violence against women. It 
takes courage to stand up for what you believe in. Bravo! 



How I Became Caught In The System 

Well it all started when one day I was chilling at my house 
around like 6pni, and my sister who was like fifteen at 
the time arrived at the house and then my moms punk 
ass boyfriend called her over to the garage and my sister 
walked in and then he locked the door and my sister was 
just standing then he turned on the T.V. and put a porno 
movie then he sat down and told her to sit on his lap my 
sister said no. 

Then I don't know how the whole shhh went down, 
but she got out, then she came in my room and I looked 
at her and she looked hella scared and crying. I asked 
her what's wrong and she didn't say anything I asked her 
again, then she said if I tell you something you wont tell 
no one and I'm like, "ok sure, whatever." Then she told 
me what happened. 

I got hella freaking mad then I went to the kitchen and 
got a knife and then I went to the garage and he saw me, 
and he said, "what's up!?" 

I walked in and closed the door and then socked him 
on his face and then I swung at him with the knife but 
he moved, but I still cut him like on his stomach then he 
grabbed my hand to try to take the knife and we started to 
struggle for it but he managed to take it away and throw it 
to the ground. Then I started to swing at him and my mom 
who's in her room the whole time, heard all the noise 
then she came in and saw us fighting so she called the 
cops and then I got sent to the hall for months. 

And when I got out ,1 guess my sister didn't say 
anything as to what had happened, I don't know why, but 
anyway I told my moms why I did what I did, 'cause she 
never came and visited me or answered my calls. So I 
didn't have the chance to until then. 

So it was just me my sister and my moms and we 
told her what happened, and my mom's boyfriend moved 
out for like a month and in those four weeks it was like 
freaking hell for me because everyday my moms was 
cussing me out telling me that she wished she would 
of aborted me when she had the chance and shhh, and 
every single freaking day was like that everyday telling me 
something that made me feel like shhh. 

And when he came back to talk or whatever and the 
cops got involved in it and they got a case on him but they 
dropped it for "insufficient evidence." Some bull shhh, 
and then while I was still on probation she kicked me 
out and my sister went with me to go live with my dad. 
So it was coo' until I missed court over there in Alameda 
County because of my dumb dad he was on some shhh 
and he said he couldn't drive me. 

So a warrant was issued for my arrest and a couple of 
months later my dad got arrested and then I got arrested 
like a month or two later in San Mateo and I went there 
for three days then I got transferred to Alameda County 
to take care of my warrants. Then I got all that done they 
were going to release me but since my dad was locked 
up, they transferred me here to Santa Clara County in 
San Jose because my only legal guardian is my mom. 
Who is still living with that one foo' even though of what 
happened, so I got court soon, and I'll see if Fm going to 
get released and go to APA and live with my mom but I 
don't know how's it gonna be with him living here. 

-Sergio, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Wow that's a tragic story. We could understand how you 
felt when your mom's boyfriend violently violated your sister, but you 
didn't have to try to kill him. it could have been a worse scenario. But 
we're glad to hear that you're going to get out. We hope everything 
gets resolved in your best interest and if that foo' is still living with 
your mom, we hope you can avoid this man altogether. Sounds like your 
mom didn't believe you or is in denial. We're so sorry. Good luck to you 
and your sister! 



///// 



My Saturday Mornings 



I would remember my Saturday morning 

when I would take my morning piss, 

waking up to a days full of jale (things to do). 

I was born in the city of evil, 

and raised flags of freedom colors. 

I thought I was born to be free, 

but what was this world I fell into? 

And I thought it was cool to bang, 

then I fell onto the ground, 

with a cracked skull, and blood rushing down my head 

What was this pain, this glory, and this sensation? 

I thought I was born to be a father, a hero, a role model, 

but got burned young and dumb walking down the 

street. 

Car pulls up, hard shots, ducked down, 

pulled my gun out and flred back. 

It was too late, 

they were gone far off. 

Friends were laying on the ground half past dead, 

got to keep in my tears , 

that they were only my fears. 

I heard I was on a hit list 

knowing it was a death wish, 

took the flrst action death on my hands, 

now Fm sitting in the hall 

waiting for a murder charge to slap me in the face. 

I remember my Saturday morning 

when I took my morning piss. 

-Bruce, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: What do you think about the things you were doing in 
the past now? Has this experience taught you what you should do and 
not do? Life is precious. The good thing about life is that you can do 
anything that you please. Go everywhere, see everything, experience 
many beautiful things, do whatever you like without affecting others; 
however, when you loose it, it^ all over. You make the life you want to 
be not your friends, family or society, it's all up to what you want it 
to be. So, what do you want for your life? There may not be a second 
chance. Keep that in mind! 



Tell 'Em 



I would tell 'em like this: All this shhh you doing right 
now, I'd done did it. And it ain't going to get you nowhere 
in life but in jail and if that's what you want to do you 
might as well tell me right now so I could give you a ride. 

Now but on some real shhh I done did it all. I hit 
houses, robbed ninjas, been on the block with the thugs 
the ninjas that been to the pen and back. That shhh ain't 
no joke. Unless you want to be around hella ninjas all 
day and want to have the next man tell you when to go to 
sleep. 

You suppose to be a grown ass man no other grown 
ass man should be able to tell the next grown ass man 
when to go to sleep. On top of that you sleeping next 
to the next man and that ain't cool. Why sleep next to 
the next man when you could be in a bed with yo' lil' 
g-thang. 

See you on that same come up that I was on and at 
the end of the day what do you have to show for it!? Ok 
I see the shoes you got a hundred in yo' pocket. But is 
it worth going to jail for three years. At some point of 
time in your life this stupid shhh gon' have to come to an 
end. 

-Rayshaun, Alameda 

From The Beat: Very powerful piece. You do a good job really asking 
people if those hundred dollar shoes are worth the jail time. All that 
coming to jail shhh does get old. You can't make a life out of coming 
in and out of jail. Don't these people wannabe free living it up? There's 
plenty of things you can do to get money and it doesn't have to be 
illegal. There's plenty of things to do to have fun and it doesn't have to 
bring you to jail. But can you walk this talk? We hope so. 



Hell Cell 



Time to time, I often think how the hell can people be 
boxed in this "hell cell" for so long? But then again, I tell 
myself it's not like they had an option. I mean, I'm 100% 
sure if people did have the option, this place would be the 
last place they'd want to stay. It's different when you look 
at things from my point of view. 

I know some number of individuals who served 25 
years in prison and are never getting out! And then I 
know the new generation of people who mostly likely will 
spend 10, 20 and maybe even life in prison too. 

It really makes me angry and sad at the same time 
because these are childhood loved-ones, and family; 
people who had my back when I was an inch from 
falling. 

When a person is deceased, that's the most devastating 
thing you'll ever experience. But when a person is 
incarcerated for quite sometime, it hurts because the 
reality is that they are slowly dying inside. Even when 
visits are made; hugs smiles, laughter is present. But 
when all those things are gone, the inmate throws all 
kinds of tantrums inside and out. 

I have a brother that I haven't seen in two years, 
that was when he was taken into police custody. He was 
recently charged with 1st degree 

murder when his trial had ended. It hurts, it really 
hurts knowing the fact that the only time I'll see him is in 
shackles, and not home free. 

I have to break the barrier, the barrier of loved-ones 
going to jail. 

-Lil' Mang, Alameda 

From The Beat: Once you break that barrier, you'll be doing it, not just 
for yourself but for your family, for your close friends, really for anyone 
who needs to be shown another way, another option. We don't say this 
to add pressure to you, but rather to show you how much you have to 
offer and share... when you succeed, it will make others believe they 
can succeed as well. 



Holidays In The Hall 

To a lot of ya who think coming to Juvenile Hall is a 
game or that you just be good up in here until you get out, 
well I'm just going to tell you this ain't a game. 

How do you think your family feels that you're in 
here and not with them for the holidays? I myself am gon' 
miss the good things we do for the holidays -- my mom 
making all the good food ham, cakes and all that other 
good things. 

It's not even the gifts that I'm really gone miss. It's 
mostly all the love from them. I don't know how you feel 
about being in here for this time of year but I feel bad that 
I let them down. I know I'm gon' try my best to keep being 
me and make the best of where I'm at, having God in my 
life and for Him to keep leading me in the right way. He 
help me out a lot 'cause it look like I keep making the 
wrong decisions and in a minute, I ain't gon' be a kid and 
keep getting breaks and passes. 

But me I'm gone get my life together cause I love my 
family too much to keep putting pain on them. All my love 
goes out to ya and one day you gone get out and just do 
your part right. 

-Lir Midnight, Alameda 

From The Beat: We know you can do it. You have the motivation, you 
have the insight, and you have the courage. You just need to learn from 
your mistakes and try to not repeat them over and over. Think about 
your family. Stay focused and strong. 
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Abused 



I have been socked in the face, getting fat lips and 
bruises by my dad and bros. I have been thrown down the 
stairs, and messed up my back and once cracked open 
my head, because of my dad. I've been duck-taped to my 
garage beam and shot with paint balls by my brothers. 

All I got to say is, it made me stronger, and karma will 
come back at them twice as hard. 

-Lil' Mama, Marin 

From The Beat: In what way are you stronger? Are you going back to 
living with your family when you get out of juvy? No one, even your 
dad or brothers, has the right to hurt you. This is side!! What do you 
want to do about your situation now? Talic to a trusting adult? If you're 
going home, is there anything you can do to stop your family from 
mistreating you? 



Growing Up 

When I'm in my room, I be thinking about the change 
and how I can better myself so I can live a better life. My 
family is why I want to change, because I love them too 
much to see me put all these problems on them for the 
stupid things I do. 1 I want to show everybody that I'm a 
good kid and that people can change when they really 
want, and it's called "growing up." 

-Nicoya, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You are so right! They %«y that "where there^ a will, 
there^ a way," and it^ clear that you have the will. Now find the way. 



Ignore No More 

I see myself being caught up in something I've been in 

before 

Something I tried to ignore 

The pain was trembling like a lion's roar 

The passion was like something I've never felt before 

The fire burned day and night like someone at war 

In an endless fight I held myself tight to hide the pain 

But still this burden remained 

I cried to God to heal this pain, but day after day 

I felt the same, being in love can be shame 

But when love is there, there's no way to explain 

Love can be enjoying, and bring tremendous pain 

Long-ass trips down memory lane 

Endless hurt to remain 

But, like I told myself before 

I see myself being caught up in something I've been in 

before 

But this time I am not going to ignore 

-Johnisha 

From The Beat: We love how you brought this poem home at the end. 
There are some things you can't control, but beyond them, it's all up to 
you. 



Never Give Up 



What up Beat? Well this is Young O coming straight 
from the hall. Ha, ha. 

Well when I was younger my mom used to abuse me 
all the time when she was happy, sad, mad it didn't matter 
what kind of mood she was in I got hit. Until one day the 
Child Protective Services took us away. After my mom got 
us back she never hit us again. 

To all that get abused don't take it, fight back! And 
never give up. Well I'm out. 

-Young O 

From The Beat: Thank you for explaining your situation. Too many 
people take out their frustration with life on people who are smaller 
than themselves: this usually means women and children are abused a 
lot. We agree, never give up! By the way, what kind of program did your 
mom go through to control her abusive ways? 
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I wish I could fight for myself 

when my uncle raped me when I was a little girl. 

I wish my dad would believe me 

when I told him my uncle raped me 

but he did not, so that is all I wish could have happened, 

'cause I don't want it to happen to my little sister. 

I will cut off his balls and give them to him in his own 

hands 

if he touches my little sister. 

-Jacqueline, Alameda 

From The Beat: We can understand how you'd want to protect your little 
sister, the way we wish someone had been able to protect you. Is there 
anyone else you can talk to in the family besides your dad, 
who might believe you that this is really true? 



I Don't Wanna Hear It 



One of the funniest things to me is all these chumps 
talkin' 'bout God and how they changed their lives. Forget 
that shhh. Tell it to the judge maybe, but I don't want to 
hear that shhh. Fools locked up, woofin' that shhh all day. 
How you expect someone to believe when you said the 
same thing last time? And the time before that? Before 
that? Oh, yeah, and the one before that. 

Ninjas be quick to talk that nonsense when they're 
locked up, 'cause they know that that's what everyone 
want to hear. But as soon as they touch down, they back 
to the streets. They forget all that buUshhh they was 
talkin' 'bout, 'cause that's what it was — buUshhh. 

Especially when homies start doin' that, they quick 
to talk about they homies, this and that, and they start 
talkin' that religion changed 'em — man, shhh, 'cause 
either way you look at it, you a J-cat, 'cause if you do 
stay true to it, you a sucka. But if you get out and keep 
bangin', then I can't believe nothin' you say ever again. 

But let's keep it real— juvenile hall ain't nothin'. Yeah, 
don't nobody want to be there, but it ain't that serious, 
either. That shhh's a joke. But, yeah, all I'm sayin' is, 
"Quit lying to yourself, 'cause it's bad for your health." 
This ain't for everyone, just a couple in particular, but if it 
don't apply, let it fiy, and if it does apply, it's on, and that's 
straight from Birdman at Log Cabin. 

-Birdman, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You may think people believing in God is foolish and/or 
that ^n^one seeking comfort and understanding from God is desperate 
or hypocritical, and sometimes you may be right. But why don't you try 
to figure out if someone really does feel lost down there at the Ranch, 
and especially in his life on the outs? Some young men down there have 
messed up or absent families and they're all alone. And if one finds stn^ 
consolation with God, why can't you be happy for him? That may never 
be your solution, but he^ not you! And who do you think any of these 
young men are trying to impress by talking about God? Who cares? 
Instead of feeling superior to these young men, why can't you listen to 
them and try to understand why they feel how they do~ 
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Another One of My Cnmrades Just Fell 

Man this is Tony F, aka Tone Tone. 

Man, I just wanted to say another one of my comrades just 
fell. But you know what, I'm gon' try not to let that get the best of 
me. But when I heard I almost lost it, 'cause me I'm really strong 
on tha inside and outside, but when I got da news I started to 
cry. 

Shhh I do feel lightweight soft for telling ya'U but dat was my 
ninja, someone you would bust dat thang for. But I just wanted 
to express myself through my words and hopefully God is on his 
family's side. Rest in Paradise, Carol D. Williams. 

-Tone Tone, Alameda 
From The Beat: There's nothing "soft" about showing respect and loss 
after a death. It's the human thing to do. Forces out there ready to try 
to take your humanity from you - the system of incarceration, street 
violence that doesn't values life, and a culture of death that thinks that 
numbness is the same sk% strength. But you're better than all that, you've 
got heart. There^ nothing soft about true heart. 
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Not Listenino 

If my parents told me to stop seeing or hang out with my 
friends then I would probably not listen to them because 
me and my friends been through a lot. Me and my friends 
wouldn't just throw away those moments that we've been 
through, like getting beat up together and running away 
from the cops, stealing cars, stores, putting in work, 
getting respect, and being feared, man those were some 
times, but now I'm locked up and what hurts me the most 
is seeing my mom cry. 

I think that's my weakness and every day I wish I 
wouldn't of done everything I did, but oh well if I could of 
turn back the hands of time then... I guess I would do it 
all over again. 

-Ricky, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Man all those things you talking about ais nothing. 
Who^ fearing you right now? Staff? You behind close doors now? All 
that stuff you were doing got you where you're at now, and will keep 
bringing you to these kind of facilities. Do you think that lifestyle is 
really ivorth it? Do you want to keep bringing more pain to your mom? 
Think about what you want to do. Do you want to live in these facilities 
or would you rather have your freedom? 
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Ponderino Ouestions 

Man where does it all go? 
The time, the air is it all wasted? 



Of course we do. 
It all goes into making my room that I live in today. 

The air that I'm breathing someone has already sucked 
on the time counts as time served, but there is still time 
to be served! The people I see everyday, everyday they see 
someone else. 

But I'm getting out. Not today but one day. Everyone 
loses something in jail, of course their freedom. For me 
my life is lost, time is lost, my sanity is lost, but my soul 
is found so where does it all go? 

It goes to the next soul that comes to try to fill my 
shoes, and take my spot, keeping the statistics numbers 
at an all time high. 

But I refuse to stay the same, so where does the old 
me go? 

It goes into the new me and the new me will go far. . . 
if I ever get out! 

-Dd, Alameda 

From The Beat: You will get out, sooner than you think, so you need to 
just hold on to all these deep thoughts that have been on your mind 
in jail, and find a way to stick to this promise when you get out. That 
means losing the turf call, losing the old you, can you do that? And 
connect with the new you -the TRUE you? 



Advice to Those Comiog Up: Doo't Ruo 

My advice to all of the inmates in the hall is that when 
you get here it's going to be tempting to run because its 
very open and it's a bit easy to get away, but if you stay 
you could take advantage of their provided programs, they 
have lots to offer to you. You should stay to keep family 
from worried. 

Camp would be better if they only had home visits 
for 18 year olds because people younger than 18 is 
ungrateful of what they have at hand. They do not know 
how to appreciate what is provided for them, like knowing 
what will happen after the support of the parents. 

It would be better if they had better food. I am glad I 
am being punished. 

-Another Inmate, Alameda 

From the Beat: It seems like you've had a real change of heart, and 
really learned about who you are and what you want. Is this true? 
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This Game, This Life 

I remember back in the days, I was chillin' on the block 
with my cousin, Lil' Koos, but we hit a cut and went to 
Micky Dee's to get somethin' for the munchies. While my 
cousin was ordering the food, I was in the front, bustin' 
sales, gettin' money, feel me? And out of nowhere, this 
homie I met before went to the corner, all messed up, 
like he got thrown out of a car on the freeway. He was all 
lumped up, scrapes all over his face, but he was walkin' 
and talkin' cool, so he sat down on a bench and started 
telling me what happened. It was some personal beef. By 
this time my food was ready, but I didn't want to eat, but 
I went inside to get my cousin. When we came out the 
homie had foam and shhh coming out his mouth. He was 
shakin' hella much. He went to the hospital and got out, 
like, a month later. When I seen him, I was like, "Damn, 
Smokey. Ninja, I thought you changed yo' life and stopped 
bangin', and he was like, "Forget it, nah." 

Ever since then we became hella cool. Later on I 
found out he got jumped out and got jumped into some 
other homie set. But like a year later, he stopped bangin' 
and started a new life. That's sucka shhh. Why was he 
banging? Just 'cause he thought it was cool? Nah, homie, 
it ain't how the game go. Once you in it, you in it fo' life. 
That's why people say, "Can't stop, won't stop." I'm out. 
Much love. 

-IVIenace, San Francisco 

From The Beat: The best piece you've ever written! But your friend 
is different from you. Maybe he learns from what's happened to him, 
and moves on. Even though you wouldn't stop banging, sk% you write, 
why can't you be happy for him? Maybe he's right, that life has a whole 
lot of wonderful things to offer beyond his neighborhood, and more 
lAfonderful friends and family, that he loves sk% much sk% his homies back 
home. Could you ever see life through his eyes? Maybe you'll decide you 
want to explore that life beyond your block, your neighborhood. 



Sometimes I'd cry just hoping that I died 

In the streets of Oakland posting up. 

Getting high off some dark purple weed and some 

cocaine hit a fat line 

And pick up my thang and go bang! 

Living life in the game and the gangs just running the 

streets doing my thang 'Cause I really had to eat I'm 

kicked out the house wit' my lady on my side Do matter 

what we did she was down to ride 

Dealing stealing robbing what ever the case 

Did what we did we kept a smile on our face now 

I'm drankin' bottles smoking blunts snortin' lines of 

powder 

Grindin' and grindin' getting' money by the hour 

On the run havin' fun gotta a thang on my waist 

get blurped wit some suckas 

Now I'm in this place thinking bout my life 

and what I'ma do live the right way or keep doin' what I 

do 

'Cause after this I'm 18 it ain't easy being me 

Will I stay free or will I hit the penitentiary? 

25 to life or kids and a wife 

...the last decision will determine my life... but I'm 

always gangsta. 

I'm out. 

-Angelo, Alameda 

From The Beat: Be the one that comes back to your old hood, with a 
law degree, and slap some cuffs on a corrupt cop you knew from back 
in the day. That's gangsta. Be the one that buys stn old building which 
used to be a crack house, turn it into a rec center, that's gangsta. Be that 
counselor or teacher who knows where the kids have come from and 
can help them out of the hell you faced. THAT'S gangsta. Be the poet, 
the teacher, the revolutionary, the one who refuses to play the system's 
losing game or be a statistic. That's gangsta. 
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Talking To The Beat 



The Beat Within: Hi, Michael. What's on your mind today? What 

would you like to be interviewed about today? 

Michael: What's up? I got a lot on my mind — friends, family, 

females and home. 

TBW: Who all do you have in your family at home? 

M: Of course I got a mom, two brothers and one sister. 

TBW: How are they doing without you, now that you're up here 

at the Ranch? 

M: They doin' cool, but it's a lil' struggle. They just waiting for 

me to come home. 

TBW: Of your brothers and sister, who's older than you? 

M: My sister. She just turned nineteen. 

TBW: What's she doing? Is she still going to school? Is she 

working? 

M: She's going to school to be a dentist. 

TBW: Is she through with high school? 

M: No, I guess she's tryna to get her GED. 

TBW: What about your brothers? Tell us about them. 

M: My lil' five-year-old brother doin' cool. He just started goin' 

to school. My thirteen-year-old brother, he doin' cool. I guess 

he gettin' in trouble off and on, but he doin' smooth. 

TBW: What kind of trouble? 

M: Trouble in school and shhh. 

TBW: Do you mean it's hard for him to learn what he's being 

taught in school? 

M: No. He's gettin' into fights. 

TBW: When you're home, do you give him advice? 

M: Yes. I tell him, "If you get into a fight, did you kick his 

ass?" 

TBW: What if he gets expelled from school because he followed 

your advice and kicked another kid's backside? 

M: I'd kick his ass. 

TBW: Does he ever try to follow what you're doing because 

you're his older brother and he looks up to you? 

M: Yeah. 

TBW: Does that mean that you have a responsibility to stay 

cool on the outs so that he and your little brother will learn to 

stay out of any mess? 

M: Hell, naw. They're gonna do what they're gonna do. 

TBW: What do you and your teenage brother do together? 

M: Nothing. I don't let him come outside with me, because if 

bullets come aflyin', I don't want him to get it. 

TBW: But he has to go outside sometimes. Does he go out by 

himself? 

M: Yeah. I'll check on him and see if he need some money, but 

other than that, I get on. 

TBW: So you think he's safer if he's never seen with you? 

M: Yeah. When I'm outside with all the homies, it's most likely 

bullets are gonna come flyin' and I don't want him to get hit. 

TBW: Is that because there's a lot of street drama around your 

house because of whatever you're into on the outs, or because 

there's a lot of dangerous rivalries that explode into violence 

where you live, regardless of you? 

M: It's violence where I live all the time. It's always been like 

that, ain't gonna stop. TBW: That's so sad and tragic, that you 

have to live with knowing as soon as you open your door, you've 

gotta be careful and watch out for trouble. 

M: For me and the homies, we think it's normal. We was raised 

up like that. 

TBW: Do you play with your younger brother when you're 

together inside your home? 

M: Yeah. If he wanna play a video game with me, I'll play with 

him, like Play Station 2. 

TBW: Well, that's good. What about your little brother? Do you 

go outside with him? 

M: If it's in front of my house, yeah. He walked with me to the 

candy house, but that's a one-time thing. I'm not gonna do it 

again, though. I just had a funny feeling that somebody (rivals) 

was gonna come through. 

TBW: What about your homies? 

M: They out there doin' their thing. Some of them are locked 

up, but they still doin' their thing inside, holdin' it down for 

the movement. 



go to 



TBW: What do all of you do together? 

M: We smoke, post on the block, mess with females, 

parties, do our thing, keep it lit. 

TBW: So how is your family managing without you being there 

at home to help them? 

M: My homies are taking care of my family while I'm gone. They 

check up on them, make sure they safe, make sure nothin's 

wrong with them, talk to them. One time before, my mother 

needed some money and they got it for her. 

TBW: How do your homies earn money for when they need it? 

M: Some of 'em get real legit jobs, like working for a delivery 

service. Some were sellin' drugs when I came in here seven 

months ago, but now some of them have legit jobs. 

TBW: What about your mother? Tell us about her. 

M: My mother is the best mother in the world. Some people' 

mom, when they get locked up, they just say, "Forget it — my 

kid's a out of control gangsta. I can't even deal with him." But 

my mom's riding this shhh out with me. She's not giving up on 

me. She's still got faith in me. 

TBW: When you're home, does your mom rely on you for 

certain things? 

M: It depends on what kinds of things you're talking about. 

TBW: What do you do for her, even if she doesn't ask you to? 

M: I give her money, buy her things — food for the house. If 

nobody feels like cooking, I go get them something to eat — 

pizza, burritos, McDonald's — whatever they want. 

TBW: Do you help around the house? 

M: I clean up, watch over my little brother when my mom need 

to go somewhere and she ain't got nobody to watch him. 

TBW: Does your mom work? 

M: Yeah, she works for the city and county. 

TBW: So when she's at work, do all of you kids help her out in 

your home? 

M: My sister and I help her out. I'm the man of the house now. 

I gotta keep shhh on the right track. 

TBW: How do you feel about being away from your family when 

they need you so badly? 

M: I don't feel good about it. 

TBW: What could you do, that's legal, when you get out, so you 

earn some money to help your mother out? 

M: I could get a job. 

TBW: What kind of a job could you get? 

M: Any type of job I want. 

TBW: Have you ever had a real job? 

M: Yeah, but I only went for one day. I worked at a bike shop. 

TBW: What kind of job would be your first choice to get on the 

outs? 

M: A construction job. 

TBW: Well, thank you, Mike, for telling The Beat about your 

family. We hope you'll be out soon so you can stay home out 

of juvy, find a way around your neighborhood violence, and be 

able to help family out, go back to school and be successful in 

any dreams you want. 

-Mike, San Francisco 
From The Beat: You did a good job at hinting at what your life is iiice 
on the outs, and telling u% ivho your family is and how much they mean 
to you. Even though it's real that you've grown up around violence and 
know it sk% if it were "normal" it's killing your homies and threatening your 
family and you. Now that you know there's a whole world beyond your 
neighborhood that could welcome you and your skills, we hope you give 
that world beyond your area a chance and flourish in it! Give it a try! 



Only Memory Remains... 
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Not permanent, except in memory 

Flame of truth, fog of love 

Silence snakes and spirals around us 

Wet, steamy swirl muffles all the echoes of sadness 

Twilight casts a haze of pleasing mirages 

Symphony of crashing waves, a struggle against time 

Burning desire, blazing in the moonlight 

Smoke fills my lungs, lies fill my heart 

Ruby red droplets tripping from her chin, trailing from her eyes 

^ords torment my soul 
My long stroll down the corridor amplifies my loneliness 
I can sense dark is approaching, but my eyes are trapped 
From viewing the sun, shallow over the horizon 

-Eric, Marin 
From The Beat: You really capture the %^Ane%% you feel that her face 
is becoming sk% amorphous sk% who she is becoming in your life— slowly 
being removed and overwhelmed by your life now. 
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Break You Into Pieces 
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"Break You Into Pieces" was what the judge read in front 
of me, then ended it with a "You think I should release 
you, ha ha ha!" 

Walking into the courtroom was a hard thing for me. 
Even though I left everything up to God, it was still hard 
knowing that some one else had the key to your life. 
Facing the fact that you just wrote a letter three weeks 
ago telling someone you was going to break them into 
pieces. 

Being the fact that you are an adult and they can send 
you to Santa Rita fast. Then it all hit you like a ton of 
bricks, but you got to face it. 

-Not For You, Alameda 

From The Beat: We really felt for you here, it was like we were in the 
courtroom with you, looking that ugly letter in the face, hearing the 
judge laugh. But what you didn't tell u% is what happened next? What 
is your current situation, and how are you doing inside? We'll be waiting 
for skn update! 



Yoo Love The Lord Isonol 



You say that you love the lord and you say he all you need, 

But if that's true tell me what you done for him recently. 

When the last time you got on your knees pray or read 

Have you praise him what you done for him reasonably. 

Let me ask you a question, why God been good to you? 

He saved your life from the light till the dark and answer true 

He done so many things and so many blessing. 

But in return he's receivin' nothing 

Saints just have to change we must learn to give him thanks 

Pray for who he is and what he done, assume nothing. 
Don't forget to give him praise him now, before it's too late.) 

-Baby Thickness, Alameda 
From The Beat: We wish we could hear you sing this song you wrote. 
In every religion in the world, singing has always been a part of our 
prayer, a way to show what we believe and love with our bodies, our 
hearts, and our voices. Thank you for giving u% another song to sing. 




Them liooil Ole' Days 

I remember Saturday mornings, well more like afternoons 
at one or two, when I would wake up with an enomonstrous 
(no, it's not a real word) hangover. Damn, them was the 
days. Then my cousin K-Nasty would always make some 
pancakes and bacon and eggs and potatoes. Yum, yeah 
I know! She is one of the best cooks ever. Then we just 
watch hella DVDs - on bootleg - and go back to sleep. 

All of a sudden, you hear them good ole' Nokia 
ringtone or your good ole' Metro and gotta wake up. 
But you ain't just waking up to hear some gossip or a 
reminder, you waking up to do it all over again - then go 
to church with a hangover on Sunday morning. You try to 
make that hangover go away with water but it don't work, 
so now you just shhh outta luck!!! Ha! 

-Kuriouse, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This piece is a real standout because you paint a vivid 
picture of what your weekends were like, and they sound fun. We can 
taste the food, hear the laughter and feel your heavy head on SunAx^ 
mornings. Excellent writing. 
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My Future Saturday Morninos 
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I remember Saturday mornings when I use to be tired from 
staying out all night. But to make my day start off right, I would 
go home take a warm shower, get out, smoke a blunt or two and 
head straight to da block. 

I know all of what I was doing was wrong but that's what I 
was used to. 

Now I changed my ways, so in the future I could say I 
remember Saturday mornings when I use to wake up from a hard 
day of work the previous day, plus I worked over time. It's cool 
tho', that overtime was almost sixty-five dollars an hour. 

Too bad I can't say that yet though. 

-Tay, Alameda 
From The Beat: You can't say it yet, but when you do, we want you 
to come by The Beat offices and tell u% all about your new life. What 
profession do you want to enter to hopefully put yourself in this 
position. We do know lots of trained, skilled iworkers who can earn 
that much overtime pay, so we know it^ possible, especially if you're 
dedicated! 
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Last Of A Dyino Breed- 



I remember Saturday mornings ^ 

when I used to wake up with hangovers. || 

That obviously isn't possible anymore 

because I'm stuck here at Camp Sweeney. 

I miss it, but at the same time I don't because it benefits me to 

stay to stay from alcohol. 

I used to drink a lot to the point where I didn't know what 

happen the next morning. 

I stop drinking since I've been away from home. 

-Lir Mang, Alameda 
From the Beat: The thing about alcohol is that it seems fun but in the 
long run it makes you weak, and sk% you've shown in all of your poems, 
there is struggle in life, you need to be strong to beat back all the dark 
forces that can hold a young man down. The longer you are sober, the 
stronger you will be. 



Saturday Moroiog Meoiories 

I remember Saturday morning when I use to wake up in 
the morning and watch a show call Bananas and Pajamas. It 
was a show that I use to watch when I was a little kid, and I 
also remember when I never used to think about people that 
trying to get me and never thinking about problems that I 
have in the streets. 

I remember them days never stressing about things like 
that. Man, I wish I could go back to them days when I use to 
wake up in the morning and my dad would take me, my mom 
and brother to a restaurant to eat. 

Then after that we would go to different stores and stuff 
like that. Man, I remember them good old mornings. 

-Lil' Fall, Alameda 
From The Beat: Ain't nothing like them good old days. Why did 
everything change so drastically? Why do you have so many problems 
in the streets? Is it because of the lifestyle you lead? What can you do 
to help those problems go away? 



Messed Up lo The Head 

It's the kid Lil' Solid, and I'm writin' about what's going on 
in the kid's head which is really just been a lot of thinking 
about just how many time I've been in this place, how tired I 
be of coming in and out of all these stupid ass situations 

But I ain't worried 'bout it, 'cause my real topic was going 
to be my New Years Resolution which is for me to be like 
Wayne and come out brand new and cut out my lil' stupid act 
and BS games. 

I talk to my girl damn near every day and just hearing 
her voice messes with my head makin' me feel bad, but puts 
a smile on the prince's face when I hear from her. 
Plus it lasts me all day too, so I just can't wait. 

-Lir Solid, Alameda 
From The Beat: in your heart, your good feelings about this girl have 
given you something to hold on to and hope for, and it seems like they're 
also giving you a reason to change. This is a good thing, but we want to 
add to that list of reasons why you could make a change: Because you 
have so much talent (we see it each week) and heart, we believe you can 
do or become anything you choose. 
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Moms I miss eating the food you cook. 

I miss laying in yo' bed till you come home. 

I miss yo' smile and yo' beautiful face. 

I woke up one day in tears wishing you was near. 

I'm missing you everyday. 

And I can't beat the pain. 

Damn I miss you mom, 

I wish you was here so I can stop the river of tears. 

If you was I wouldn't be here 

And my brother wouldn't have three years 

And my sister wouldn't have tears 

You should see her now 

She looks so much like you - 

Each time I see her I feel like crying 

I know I am going to see you and Carl some day 

But I'll still keep praying to god that I see you another 

day. 

-Missing Moms 

From The Beat: Your sister's resemblance to your mom is something to 
taice joy in, because it^ a reminder of how her love and strength live on 
in her children. She lives on in you, your sister, and your brother - and 
in your heart. 



ird To Get Out The Sirstem 

When I was at home my Momma and her boyfriend 
would hit me every time I got in trouble in school. So my 
Momma got married to him. It was like hell, and so I got 
in trouble with the law and now it's so hard to get out the 
system. 

-Rose 

From The Beat: We hope you have other people you can talk to help 
you through this maze: Other family members, a teacher you trust, a 
helpful staff in The Hall... because it sounds like you are going through 
some real drama at home, and could use some real support. Peace. Let 
us know what happens. 



A Journey Of Self-Findino 

Hey what's up? My name is Evang. I'm 17 right now. I 
live in Oakland. I'm in Juvenile Hall because I chose to 
be here. I wanted to embark on a journey of self-finding. 
I found myself and I've never felt better. I felt the need 
to trick myself of all my rights and friends and family 
to learn things about myself. Being here I've learned to 
appreciate the little things in life. 

I've learned how to cope with situations when I can't 
get my way. I used to run away from home when I didn't 
get my ways. I had my reasons but being here I've learned 
how to forgive my parents you can't change the past, but 
you can change the future ...Therefore I've learned that 
there's no place like home. Also, being here I've learned 
that is easier to do the right thing instead of doing the 
wrong thing and lying to get out of it. 

The truth will set you free." The most important thing 
I've learned here is there is a God. So speaking of the big 
guy above, before I came here and found him I used to be a 
little devil child. I've done every single drug you can name 
except heroin. I used to do everything from sleeping guys 
for money and shoplifting. I've realized that the lifestyle I 
was leading was going nowhere, I asked God to send me 
someone to save me from this hell and he did. I didn't 
have a will to live and now I do. 

-Evang, Alameda 

From The Beat: We are glad to hear that you found hope at a dark time 
and it's good to hear that getting dunked in a cold bath of system water 
helped you see where you were headed. It sounds as if you were really 
hurting yourself, really getting destructive - do you think those days 
are behind you, or do you see yourself having to face other temptations 
down the road? 



Granny's Lil Girl 



Granny miss you granny. I'm sorry Granny. 

I know that you don't want to see me in here, and 
although I never saw you, I hear good things about you. 

And you is the star of my life. I hope to see you in 
heaven. 

-Granny's Lil Girl 

From The Beat: What do you think your Granny would have liked to 
see you living your life? She probably would want you to be happy 
and strong and safe, right? What are some things you can do to make 
yourself happy and strong and safe? 
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My Girl's Mnm Thnught I Was A Bad Influence \ 

One tough thing was when I was back in Baton Rouge, 
Louisiana. My girl's mother didn't want me around, 
because she said I was a bad influence because I use to 
carry guns and since I had a lot of money she said I was 
a drug dealer. 

When I found all this out I said the money is money 
from my job that I lied and said I had and I said the gun 
was for protection, but moms wasn't goin' for none of that. 
When I seen she didn't fall for it I felt bad and dumb at the 
same time. I have to admit it did catch me by surprise but 
that was OK. We still talked on the under. 

If my child years from now was going through that 
kind of relationship I would just tell them to be safe and 
leave the gun at home while you around my daughter. 
And if he can't respect that, he gotta cut! 

-Tay 

From The Beat: So after reading this, we realize that you must honestly 
believe it's possible to sell drugs, own a gun, and still be safe! But look 
at how many people have died because of what they were doing, where 
they were, who they were with, the kind of lifestyle they had. The sad 
hard truth is that once you have enemies, you are a danger to yourself 
AND to anyone who might have the bad luck to be with you when you 
get caught slippin'. The gun might make you feel safe, but the real 
danger is the dirt you're doing that makes you feel like you need a 
gun! 



Why Me 



I do this I do that 

Why me 

I'm crazy, I'm slow 

Why me 

I'm broke and don't know how to get doe 

Why me 

They said I can't get dudes 

Why me 

-Lil' A 

From The Beat: Looks to us like you have a lot more going for you 
than you think. This poem wasn't written by a crazy person, or a slow 
person, but by a bright funny poet who has much to share! 



I Just Want tn liet Out nf Here 

What good Beat? This is baby girl I go back to court on 
Friday, the 25th What's going to happen is that I'll see if 
I go back to a group home. But I like being in jail, 'cause 
my time go by fast when I am in jail, and I don't kick it 
wit' no one. 

'Cause the judge wants me to do a group home and 
get it done so I can go home wit' my sister and brother 
and just my whole family. I just want to get out of here 
Beat Within. 

-Baby Gurl 

From The Beat: We hope you move on soon, so that you can be back 
with your family soon as well. But mostly, we hope that once you are 
out you get on that positive path and become successful in whatever 
dreams you follow! 
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Backed into A Corner, and I'm Innncent! 

The reason that Fm writing on this topic is because I 
feel I've been backed into a corner, which I'm still trying 
to get out of. 

It started like this. I was sent to a group home, now 
this is my second placement 'cause I ran from camp 
because of my mother being in the hospital. So now I had 
on my mind was to go to this group home and pimp it, but 
I was framed while at the group home. 

I attended a school called Community Day, and 
a teacher ay she saw me punch a kid in the stomach 
multiple times which didn't happen, so she told my staff 
and here I am in the hall which I just got released from. 

So while my mom is dying cause of two cancers 
I'm in here wasting my life ...but the crazy thing is, I'm 
innocent!!!! 

-Nell 

From The Beat: We're very sorry to hear about your mom. We're also 
sorry to hear that you're being framed. Is there any way you can talk to 
your p.o to tell him that you vnsknnsk see your mom? The only thing that 
you can do is do your program. Don't run cause that's only gonna make 
your situation worse. Handle your business so you can get out and see 
your mom. If you're innocent, eventually the truth will come to light. 



the cops and fighting back sounds better than it is. You are too valuable 
alive - to the people who love you, to the people who care about you. 
If you want to make ^n impact on the world, then grow into adulthood 
and make that impact ^% a hero - a doctor, a teacher, ^n activist, a 
business owner. We don't need to be cheated of the contribution you 
can make to our society ^% mn adult! 



Nn Matter What It Takes 

You must sell rocks to make that money 

Pack that gun to make sure rivals run from me. 

I'm loyal to my hood. True to my flag. 

It's not just a number it's not just a color. 

It's got somethin' to do with the past. 

If you really understand the life I'm comin' from. 

You should know to always stand solid on the block 

Know to never run. 

Always follow my OG by his good or his mistakes. 

Always now to bring my hood fam' up, no matter what it 

takes. 

-Lir Mousie 

From The Beat: You're right, in a lot of ways we don't understand the 
life you're coming from. We don't understand what it feels like to be on 
the block, facing enemies and trying to bring home money. But we do 
know that the ones selling the rocks run the highest risks and make the 
least amount of money. 





Back Up In A Corner ^ 

What it do beat this ya boy Shady-bo, backed up in a 

corner right now. Thinking if I should go to trial 'cause 

the charges like wow 

Hit and run from car to car coming together 

Metal bending to evasion grand theft auto 

To them police sirens singing 

I ran out of gas bounced out booked on foot 

Got hit by a car from homicide 

So I think that it was OPD 

'cause I saw black and white or I was seeing double 

vision off a black out and lights? 

Any way this just a story coming from tha' boy wonder 

known as Shady-bo 

and I'm backed up in a corner. 

-Shady-bo J 

From The Beat: Thing is, you backed your own self up into this corner | 
- because of the decisions you were making. Now you've got this curse, 
a tendency to get in trouble, ^% well ^% a blessing - your skills and 
talents sk% skn artist. Which side of yourself are you going to go with? 
The creative side, or the destructive side? J 


Sticks \ 

All I hear everyday is people who are mad. They focus 
on the darker half, all focus on the bad. One word to all 
pessimists: the good outweighs the bad, so focus on the 
finer things. Be happy, don't be sad. 

-Sticks 

From The Beat: This is great advice - but is it that easy? Is there a way 
to 'mentally redirect " yourself so that it will be more doable? 




Family VS. Hnmles ^\ 

I remember Saturday mornings when I used to wake up 
at 10 or 11 and then go out side of my cousin's house and 
sit wit' the fam and just chill... because ain't nothin' like 
being with your family. 

You will always have your homies, but they ain't 
going to be there when you locked up because all they do 
is use you. But family will always be there and come see 
you when you in jail. 

Well that all I got for this week. 

-Shorty 

From The Beat: You find out who loves you when the testing starts. 
Now that you've learned this truth about your so-called homies, what 
will you do when you are free? Are you going to go back to the old 
lifestyle, or are you going to stick more to your family and to doing 
1 what you need to do to stay out of trouble? 
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Ynuno Siiawny Bn's Weekly Repnrt ^ 

Nine days left and these gone be the hardest, I can 
already tell. Ninjas running they mouths more than ever. 
I'm just going have to try harder to keep my mouth shut 
so I can be on top citzen so I look good in front of the 
judge. Because I want that good straight release. 

When I get out, I'm gonna be cool too. I'm going to try 
to not do any mo' crimes. I'm gonna really try. I know I 
was always sayin' I'm not going to do no more crime, but 
that's better said than done. 

Man, I'm tired of all these dudes in here talking, but 
they ain't 'bout that action. High-power talking 'bout they 
get down. While y'all lie, I'm laughin' 'cause ninjas be 
cattin' off up in here talking bout they eatin'. 

-Young Shawny Bo 

From The Beat: It sounds like you are trying to do your program and 
keep your head up, but all the trash talk pisses you off. Does their talk 
ever mess with your head when you are planning to stop doing dirt on 
the outs? When you think about the streets, and all the violence out 
there, do you think the situation is made worse by having lots of young 
people locked up in the hall? TVy your best to tune it all out. You have 
good intentions for yourself, and that^ what really matters. They're 
probably just fronting anyway. Everyone is worried about looking 
vulnerable in the hall so they talk tough. You know how it is... 


"""T" 
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SI ^ 

If I was trapped in the corner I would start shooting at 
5-0. 

I came to this conclusion when the police had killed 
one of my ninjas and he couldn't do nothin' but shoot 
back and next thing we no he was gone but NEVER 
forgotten. 

Ron Ron ~ but he was trapped in the corner. He was 
just active and didn't care. When I went to jail I was 
thinking about shooting at 5-0, but my sister was on the 
buds, so I just stopped and realized that people would 
care for me and really miss me. 

I stopped having feeling when suckas started throwing 
pop shots and everybody started having guns and really 
started getting hectic 

-Momo 

From The Beat: The idea of going out in a "blaze of glory," shooting at 
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Leave! 
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A Tough Life 



\ 



My advice for the abused is leave! Leave especially if you 
are in an abusive relationship. I know what its like to be 
abused. It's not fun. 

I know that he might tell you he loves you, but 
someone who loves you won't hit you. I have a friend 
who has been in many abusive relationship and men who 
would hit tell her that they love her. It took her a long 
time, but now she is a very strong woman. 

Lady Insane is now a very strong woman who now 
plays men like they once played her. 

-The King's Wife 

From The Beat: We were with you on this, right up to the end where you 
write about this woman "who now plays men iiice they once played her." 
That's too easy. The idea is to get out of the player/played vicious circle 
altogether. THAT is where real freedom comes in. 



Life In Boston 



The life up in Boston is better to me because I wasn't 
being bad over there I got what ever I want when I needed 
it. The other reason why I like it over there because, 
every thing is all perfect. They don't do crime over there 
like robbing people and all that. Some people over there 
they don't litter all over the place like people up here in 
Oakland over there In Boston... it's clean. 

-Lil' Alex 

From The Beat: Sounds like Boston is nice city, they have a good football 
team, basketball team, and a baseball team. What else do you like about 
Boston? Do you want to go back? 



I Wiii Find Another Like Her 

Man what's good. Beat. It's ya boy Lil Dave, I'm just 
chillin' in a new unit. It might not be where I want to be, 
but it's better than Max. 

And yes I have had a real relationship and my mom 
did not like my ex because she was 19 and I was 16.1 was 
with her for two years until I hit 17 in a hair and she Anna 
be 21. 

I did love her and we were happy, but it seemed like 
she never had love for me and my mom kind of noticed 
it cause I was messing with another female at the school 
house. And I just thought she was wrong when she said 
leave her and I just wanted her to move with me, Lil Dave, 
but I just broke up with her and just moved on with my 
life. 

I said I would find another like her, and every night I 
think of her... 'cause she was my first and my last. 

-David 

From The Beat: You know that expression 'Time heals all wounds"? Iti 
actually true, in that you can get over heartbreak after a while, even 
though while it's happening, it feels like the pain will never go away. 
We hope you find a love you can treat well who will treat you well too! 



When The Wind Blow 

Oh Man my life is crazy 

Ya boy Nevo is shady. 

It seems to amaze me 

I'm the realiest ninja in it 

Gotta get this dough you already know 

Bending corners smokin' on a port 

Sippin' on some bo' and when the wind blow 

I lean really slow creepin' in the hooptie 

Smokin' on doobie 

-Kevin 

From The Beat: Your rhymes are tight/ but you're mind ain't right/ this 
life you live will end one night/in a pool of blood on a lonely street/in 
cuffs on your hands chains on your feet/you still have time to make a 
decision/your life plan needs a revision. 
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My life is very tough living up in Oakland. My life is 
tough. The first time I came to the bay I seen people 
robbing other people for their money or what ever they 
get. But my situation I'm in is bad. 

The case that I got is all bad. I wished that I didn't 
have this case I'm up in here for what I didn't do. But I 
was with the person that did the crime so I might stay 
here for years and years. 

-Lil' Alex 

From The Beat: Life is real rough. But do you know that if you're with 
a person and they're doing a crime and you're with them you can get 

E-"- urged for it too? Why were you chilling with somebody that wanted 
get into some serious trouble? Did you not know? 
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|~ Saturda) Moriings 

' I remember on Saturday mornings when me and my 
brothers used to go to my grandmother's house and get 
some money. 

And after we left, we went straight to the dirt road to 
get some grapes, and then we went to go get something to 
eat. Then we would go to see what my potnas was doing, 
and then we'd probably fade 'em up with them. After we 
got done smokin' my other potna Ronnie would come up 
the hill and start up a dice game. 

And we'd be shooting dice until the sun went down. 

-C 

From The Beat: Man, we wish we could just pull all the illegal parts of 
this story from it. Can you imagine spending the day with your boys 
without the weed to hold it all together? Would you still be able to have 
fun? Do you need that weed to get through the day? 



Ill III 



Retaliate 

I came to this place because somebody shot my friend 
with an AK 47 and we went to retaliate. I grabbed my 
thang and we looking for who we had to put down. 

So we in the car with chops had enough hand thangs 
for every body in the car. We lit up a few spots it was 
raining bullets on ninjas, and then 5-0 got on us. We 
tossed the chops, then got caught only with the hand 
thangs 

It felt good. 

-No Name 

From The Beat: It breaks our hearts to think of "raining bullets" and to 
think of you behind the trigger. You got luclcy this time, but this could 
have been the last night of your life, or your last free night, if you'd 
hurt someone and then had to face the courts. Tell us more about what 
"felt good" about it. So many people have died because they wanted to 
"feel good" this way, maybe you could teach us a little about what that 
feeling is, where it comes from, what it means. 



Stop! 



Hey what's up Beat man, still locked up in this shhh, 
tryin' to get out 'cause I want to get out for the holidays 
'cause I want to be with my family and my girl 'cause I 
been here three months, almost four, just waiting to get 
out and when I get out I be coo and just go to school and 
I am stop smoking and drinking. 

I'm going to stop this gang banging and change my 
life and do good and don't come back cause this gang 
banging all it do is kill you or come to jail that's the only 
two things that will happened in the gang banging life. 

-Ernesto 

From The Beat: We're very glad to hear you say that you're gonna stop 
gang banging. Now how are you gonna go about changing the bad 
habits that you once had? Don't let anything throw you off your mission 
because you will face a lot of pressure once you get out. Stay focused 
and just think about the consequences that come with that lifestyle of 
gangbanging. 
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Always And Forever 



^ [ What I Want To Do When I Get Out 



I love you baby girl, with all of my heart 
I had this funny feeling since way back in the start 

I knew you'd always be true and ready to ride 

I knew you'd always be strong and stay by my side 

But to tell you the truth, I didn't think we would make it 

I thought that when you said you love me, that you were 

just faking 

But now I see everything that you said was true 

and I just want you to know that baby girl, I love you 

you are the very heart that beats deep down in my chest 

you are the one that I dream of when I lay down to rest 

you are the one that I see when my eyes close tight 

you are the only one that told me things would be alright 

baby gurl, when I get out, I'm a try to make things better 

and I just want you t know that I will always love you 

forever! 

-Lil' Tb 

From The Beat: What a sweet and heart-felt love poem! We hope your 
girl gets to read it. She will melt! And hey, you might have a future 
ahead of you sk% a Hallmark valentine card iwriter. You really know hoiw 
to do it. 



What I would do when I get out is go to McDonalds and 
I eat all the ice cream that I could buy. 
I -Jacob 

I From The Beat: Wouldn't you rather eat a real burger with some real 
I meat on there fresh off the grill? 



Sorrows 
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I think of all my problems. 

I think of all my pain. 

I think of all my sorrows. 

Until I go insane. 

I think of all the smiles I've worn 

Which hides sorrows underneath 

No one seems to notice that I go through so much grief. 

My tears seem to keep flowin' inside my tired eyes 
Each time I want to tell you my words come out as lies. 

These days I am feeling distant, far away and weak 
My sadness pulls me further from the happiness I seek. 

-Ericka 

From The Beat: What kinds of things make you happy? Reading? Being 
lAfith your friends? Playing iwith your cousins? Studying? Are there 
(positive) things you could be doing that might bring closer to that 
happiness you seek? 



The Haods Of Tiflie 



I remember when I use to wake up Saturday mornings 
when I was younger and turn the TV on to watch Saturday 
morning cartoons. 

And then when a certain cartoon or show came on, we 
would act them out. Like the Power Rangers. You already 
know I had to be the red ranger and my big brother used 
to be the green one. But that's just one of my memories 
from when I was a kid. 

-Tony 

From The Beat: }Nsk% Power Rangers the only cartoon you used to at 
out, or were there others too? How old were you when you stopped 
watching cartoons on a weekend mor 
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Nightmares 



Back in the game, been gone for a few months 

Hustlin', strugglin', doin' a little bit too much 

I got to eat, so stay on street 

Doin' what I do best, can't eat, can't sleep 

Havin' nightmares about what if I'm gonna turn out like 

my daddy who did twelve years 

Don't know, and it fo' sure. 

-Tay 

From The Beat: When you think about your dad's choices, what do you 
wish or think he could have done differently? You say you're doing 
what you do best, but if it is causing you much stress, is it really the 
best thing for you? Is it working? 
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Doe Arm 

He made love with one arm. 

He laughed with one arm. 

He cried with one arm. 

He walked the Oakland streets with one arm 

was beaten up with one arm 

went to jail with one arm 

he was sentenced one year inside prison walls with one 

arm. 

-Midget 

From The Beat: And hopefully he will enjoy freedom and peace with one 
arm when he gets out. 
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Backed op in Secret Coroers 

In my life I have done a lot of things that remained a 
secret. A time when I was back up in the corner was when 
I got arrested the police drove me to the police station. 
They walked me to a room and took off the cuff. They left 
me there for about ten minutes after they came talking to 
me asking me lots of questions they read me my rights and 
ask me did I understand, then I said, "no statement." 

One day on Friday me and my squad went to a party. 
It was packed. Somebody started fighting, and then the 
shooting started. It was night, and all I saw was smoke. 

I got the pistol from my bro loaded, it started busting, 
then I got split up from all my friends. Then the police 
stopped me. 

-Dre 

From The Beat: That sounds all bad. What made you feel like you had to 
bust that gun? Why are young people turning to guns to resolve their 
problems? Is it the drugs, alcohol? Do you learn anything from this 
experience? We hope so. 



Oil Stressing 



What's up beat! This Kiko. Just doing my time real quick 
kicking back 'cause there ain't no time to pout, for all 
you cats that are stressing to get out, just do your time 
and stop being a female and get out and stay out. Don't 
be a cat. 

-Lil Kiko 

From The Beat: What you mean don't be a cat? What's wrong with 
stressing man? Some people got some real \%%ue% and problems. Is that 



the hospital, "Stop being a cat. 



Life is A IHutha 



Life is a mutha... for the ones that have a bad life and 
people that do bad things. And for people that have to look 
over they shoulder, and people that sell drugs, and you 
have to worry about getting robbed because these ninjas 
be hatin' about if you have more money then them. 

So they going to feel like you doing better than them 
so they going to kill you or rob you so.... that's why it's 
not good to do bad things. 

-Antwan 

From The Beat: Yup, this is what happens when you get 'caught up'. 
Everyone becomes ^n enemy. Is this what happened to you, and have 
you made up your mind to change how you get your money on the basis 
of past experiences? Tell u% more. 
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I Remember When I Was Free 



X 



I remember Saturday mornings when I was free and not 
in here. 

I used to wake up early and make breakfast and get 
dressed and go to my friends house and play video games 
for a little while until about noon. Then at noon we would 
get on our bikes and go ride to a skate park or something 
and have fun for a couple hours. And then we would 
sometimes go to my house for lunch and eat. 

Then we would leave and go ride around somewhere 
and wait till it almost gets dark. And then we would go 
see I my friend can sleep over my house or I would seep 
over his house. And we would play games all night. 

-Anthony 

From The Beat: Those were the good old days. Whatever happened to 
them? Why are you stuck in Juvy now? What made you change the way 
you had fun? You can still play video games, and you can still go ride 
your bike. 



I Hurt My Parents 



Q-vole Beat. This your home boy Chikillo from 
Oakland. 

Well you know Fm right here just thinking about 
what I did wrong. Well you know being lock up ain't cool 
because you can't even do anything. 

You got to ask for permission so they could let you do 
what you want to do. But I hope I get out soon because I 
hurt my parents a lot because I didn't listen to them and 
every time they come visited me they be telling me hecka 
stuff. 

I hope I get out before Christmas so I could be with 
my family and spent time with them and with my baby 
mama and don't mess up again, because I don't wanna 
be locked up. I wanna be with my family. But I can't do 
anything until the judge decides what they going to do 
with me. 

-Juan 

From The Beat: You have to reflect on life now Juan. You're not going 
to get any younger and these Juvenile hall walls will soon start turning 
into county jail walls, or State pen walls. Get out and stay out. Spend 
time with your family and your baby mama and your kid. You don't 
vwsknnsk be wasting your time in jail, now do you? You have way more 
important things to do. Time to start listening to some good advice. 



Master Plan 



I don't know what to write about because these topics 
is coo' but I don't feel like expressing myself. I'm hella 
stressing though cause my family haven't visited me in a 
month and then they say I'm suppose to be glad I'm alive. 
I can't wait till I get out cause I know what I gotta do so 
I'm gonna do it with or without everybody I know. 

I been creating this master plan in my head so I can 
do what I just said. I mean in order to do so I gotta help 
others but I feel like my family left me to struggle in Juvy. 
All I gotta tell people is don't put yo' self down when life 
is going unfair. 

Even if you ain't happy with life start making better 
decisions because decisions are the only things that make 
people different from each other. I hope we all learn from 
our mistakes because after doing a whole year I realized 
it wasn't worth it. 

-Anonymous 

From The Beat: You right about life not being fair. But nobody ever said 
life was gonna be fair. And you're right, you can make better decisions 
for yourself to make life better, or you could make bad decisions and 
make your life worse. You seem to have your head screwed on right. We 
hope you take this time to realize what you ^Ns^nnsk do in life. You can 
do whatever you want, the only limit you have is the limit you set on 
yourself. 



Poem 
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If life is to end, what does "to live" mean? 

If to live is to suffer, why live? 

People die, friendships destroyed, ...why? 

[my patna] caught thirty of them thangs. 

The squad is no where to be found. 

Don't trip when it's time to bat. 

We step up to the mound, 

even though I'm jail bound. 

All my struggles and pain seem to be un-profound. 

-LilK 

From The Beat: You knock us out with your unique way of saying things 
and your philosophical questions, which you and other great thinkers 
have been pondering for centuries, if we are all going to die in the end, 
what is the meaning of life? it's especially hard when we see a young 
friend cut down at a young age on the streets. We think your struggles 
and pain are profound. We hope you iceep writing about them. And 
most of all, we hope that the next time you are up at bat, you think 
about whether or not this is a game you even want to be playing. 
Because as far as we know, this is the only life we have. What will your 
legacy be? Be smart! 

I I I I 
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And That's All Fnlks 



It was a tough one when I was in the street running 

from cops 

Smoking purple sippin' syrup, poppin' pills living the 

good good life 

Selling coke a lil' bit of weed I don't sell it 'cause I 

smoke it. 

Now I'm gon' go to school do my work 

I'm gon' be a honor roll student get a good job 

Make legit money, don't have to look over my shoulder 

and then I can say I'm living the good life with no one to 

tell me nothing 
But the good things in my life ...what I accomplished but 

that's it 
And that's all folks. 

-Lil' Kari 

From The Beat: You could make this happen if you wanted to, for real. 
We hope you do. And if you do, be sure to drop us a line and tell us all 
how it's going. Be the example you want to set! 



Cigarettes 

Let me start off by saying that I'm addicted to cigarettes. 
Its going to be hard to stop by that's a definite goal I want 
to work toward accomplishing. 

-Renesha 

From The Beat: Smoking causes cancer, heart disease, wrinkles, ugly 
yellow teeth, messed up pregnancies, you name it. We definitely 
encourage you to give it up, immediately. 



Life Is Like A Game 



Life is like a game. 
Take the wrong turn, you might end up dead, life over. 
You play life wrong and it will come back to haunt you. 

The daily struggle of people who are living hard lives 
trying to put food on the table and keep a roof over their 

heads. 

Not even knowing if you're going to wake up in the 

morning is like playing a game. 

People on the street, trying to hustle 

to get money in a game, and many people love that game. 

But all I can say is cherish life and live it like everyday is 

your last day. 

-Harold 

From The Beat: Thanks for sharing these wise words with The Beat. 
What is something you like to do when you stop and take a minute to 
appreciate life? Tell someone you love them? Play your favorite song? 
We would love to hear more! 
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Treating People Right 
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If my parent or guardian told me to stop seeing my 
girlfriend because they thought she wasn't treating me 
right I would ask them why they thought that I wasn't 
being treated right. Second of all I would tell them what I 
liked about that girl and the things she does that I think 
is treating me right. 

I would be kind of surprised I think if I liked a girl my 
parents should respect that and like her too. It probably 
wouldn't hurt me. If I had a daughter and her man didn't 
treat her right I'd make sure she ain't with him. If I had 
a son and his girl wasn't treating him right I'd tell him 
there is something wrong with him. 

-R 

From The Beat: What about if your parents found out your girl was 
cheating on you, would you believe them? Or would you still believe 
your girl? For some reason we, sk% young adults, don't like listening to 
our parents. Do you think your kids would listen to you if you were to 
tell them not to date someone? 



i Remember Saturday Mornings 
Witli My Friends... 
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I would get up in the morning and get some money to go 
blow. Go swimming, hop on the train, go to the bowling 
alley. Go smoke some more. I love to go swimming with 
my friends. And I miss my girl. 

I cry myself to sleep asking myself why am I here? I 

I feel like hurting myself sometimes. 
-James 

From The Beat: We can understand your frustration, missing your girl, 
and your freedom. But you have to be patient, and do your time just 

Llike everybody else, if you really can't take the pain you need to talk to 
someone you trust. 



Tnngi) Over tlie Hoiidays 



A tough one for me is being in Juvenile Hall on Christmas. 
That is tough to me because I can't be at home with my 
mom and family. 

That make me think about a lot of stuff that I need 
to change in my life. When I'm in my room I feel bad for 
myself because I did something to put me in here so I 
have to deal with it. 

-Lil' Tay 

From The Beat: You made a mistake and now it's up to you to fix it. 
Learn from your experience that way you won't find yourself in places 
like these, and away from your family. If you really take this time to 
think about who you are and what you care about, you will end up 
remembering this time sk% skn skn important wake-up call, and you'll be 
grateful for it. 



Raoiied Up Into A Corner 



I have many secrets I have kept from my probation officer. 
One time some cops came with my probation officer 
asking me questions about a shooting. I knew about it 
but didn't do it or was there. They tried tricking me and 
say that my friends gave me up and I was the shooter. 

I told them I wasn't there and I had people tell them 
I wasn't there. After that they didn't come talk to me 
again. The case was dropped but see, if I told my secret 
everybody who was involved would've got time, instead 
everybody got straight releases. 

-Jjc 

From The Beat: Well you don't have to say anything to the police 
anyway. You have your rights. But that is a tough position to be in. it 
seems like you need to choose your friends carefully, because sk% you 
saw, even if you are innocent, the police can still find a way to rope you 
into a bad situation. 



\x\ 



Listen To My Parents? 



If my parent asked me to stop seeing my girlfriend 
because they thought that she was treating me bad I would 
tell them that they don't know how she was treating me. 
If she was treating me bad then I might tell her to 
start treating me better and if she doesn't then I would 
break up with her. Also I would feel bad because they 
want to tell me how someone is treating me. But I also 
know that they are just trying to look after me. 

-Beau 

From The Beat: It^ I 

who they do or don't want u% to go out with. But you have to remember 

that they only want the best and are trying to look out. So if you 

disagree with them, don't get mad and argue, just tell them how you 

feel. 



Smiie 



A smile can make you cry 

A smile can make sigh, 

A smile can make your worst day just a little better than 

the last. Some things as simple as a smile can melt the 

meanest heart. Regardless when it is, 

A smile can never be good or bad but only what you 

make it! 

So smile and be happy! 

-Sexy and Sophisticated 

From The Beat: Do you follow this advice yourself? What was the last 
thing that made you smile? Talking to a friend? Getting mail? Writing I 
a poem? I 

inTumni 



Well right now I'm going to write about me. Well I just 
waiting for a placement, man I really just want to home 
but I gotta do a three-month program man. I know that's 
nothing, but I'm always tempted to run. When I'm not 
at home, I just wanna sleep in my own bed & be just at 
home, 

I wish they would just give me one more chance. When 
I'm on the run its hard for me to change I just if I was at 
home I wouldn't have to be out making quick money, I'm 
only a young teen well my point is I want a second chance 
to be at home. 

From The Beat: Maybe if you remember how hard it is to be on the 
run, it will be easier to NOT run. What you want is to be home, and 
safe and productive. Running will not get you this, running will only 
get you more drama and stress. We hope you remember this next time 
temptation hits. 



Saturday Mnrnino Snccer 

I remember Saturday mornings when I was younger. I 
was always doing the same thing every Saturday morning. 
I used to always go to the nearest park by my house and 
play soccer all morning until I get a good workout. 

-Young Beckham 

From The Beat: Sounds like you were getting a good workout. Why did 
you stop? You can still do that. First you need to get out the halls, and 
not come back, but what stopped you? 



Drngs Are Bad 

I think drugs are bad, they can make you sad, they can 
make you look raggedy & bad, they take over your life 
and make it a drag, they turn you into nothing and leave 
regretful and mad. 

-Sexy and Sophisticated 

From The Beat: We hope you remember this little rhyme next time 
someone offers them to you! 
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I Remember Saturday Mornings With My liiri 

My Saturday morning was the second best day in a week 
because I woke up late and then called my girlfriend and 
hung out with her the whole day and we had a lot of fun 
together we went for walk we went to arcades. 

The last Saturday I spent with my girl we didn't really 
do anything. She was mad at me for some reason. It's 
good though I just talked to her 10 minutes ago. She is 
waiting for me to get out so we can hang out again. 

-Cherry 

From The Beat: What are you doing here in the first place!? You should 
be out chilling with your girl. 



Wk ROGi(S 



One, I'm a guy so if a girl treats me bad I'll tell her to 
go kick rocks. But if it's the other way around I wouldn't 
be treating my girl that way because that's just not the 
way I am. The last girl I had I treated her hella good but 
I started smoking, drinking and stuff like that again. I 
started messing up and ended up in here and she said 
she don't want to be with me because she thinks I'ma 
keep coming in here. 

I'm hella mad but it's cool. 

-Angry 

From The Beat: Damn, it's not cool at all, you're about to lose someone 

. That's a sign 
that you need to maice a change. Would you want to be with your girl if 
she kept messing up and coming to the halls? 
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I been in here since November ninth 

I been in here several times 

I'm tired of this place 

I'm tired of seeing the same things 

I'm going to get my life together 

I'm going to help myself 

I'm going to change 

-Diamond 

From The Beat: Good to hear. Now tell u% three simple, small steps you 
are going to take to make this change happen. 
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Saturday Mornings Witli My Girl^ \ 

I woke up next to my girl in bed and kissed her on her 
head to open up the day. I would listen to the cars, trucks, 
and people passing by. 

I had to be at this program at 10:00am for community 
service. I would wake up and see how the weather was 
looking. I couldn't do nothing because I was locked up. I 
called my boys to have a morning blunt with me. I thought 
I was a dead man. 

I went back to sleep... it was no school. 

-Young Tonamoe 

From The Beat: That% all you u%e to do on Saturday mornings? Now 
what do you do on Saturday mornings? Why are you in here? You could 
be on the outs waking up to your girl every morning. 



Was It Wnrtli It 

No sympathy nor remorse 

I'll leave 'em in a hearse 

Now I understand, better yet over stand it 

I quit being a bandit 

But always a raider 

More vicious than an alligator 

Tell me when now or later. 

-Anon3rmous 

From The Beat: Was it worth it? Is being locked up missing out on your 
freedom worth it? 



Pnsltivity Mai(es Me Smile 

Happiness makes me smile, positive surroundings 
makes me smile. I love, love, love happiness, my mother 
Karin and my son Zack. 

My husband-to-be Benjamin makes smile. 

Anything my way makes me smile. All things I like, 
but mainly just a positive environments. 

-Renesha 

From The Beat: Tell u% more about what a positive environment means 
to you. Is it your home with your family? Is it church? Is it with friends 
you trust? Are there negative environments ^% well that you sometimes 
find yourself in, or that you're trying to learn to avoid? 



Lnve Is 



Love is precious 

Love is sweet 

Love is kind 

Love is neat 

I never knew that 

Love can be such 

A treat now 

I Know love is 

Sweet. 

-Baby Thickness 

From The Beat: Love is sweet/but it can go sour/if we let it take all 
our power/love is sweet/true love is rare/that^ why we should choose 
before we share. 



What Makes Me Smlie 



What makes me smile is, when me and my boyfriend 
just go out to have fun, and do things that makes it fun. 

Sometimes my mom does too, but mostly my boyfriend 
does so by him making me smile, like when he takes me 
shopping too so it's like that's fun. 

And what else makes me smile is when my parents 
use to take me to make jokes and even my boyfriend. We 
would smile just laugh, make up stones just doing lots of 
things. Oh - and chatting. 

-Sokchetia 

From The Beat: With all these memories to make you smile, we hope you 
get out soon and get back to these memories, and to your family. 
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Can't Believe He Didn't Snitcii 
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There was this one time my homie got locked up, and 
did more time than what he was supposed to, 'cause 
someone snitched. 

When we would see this snitch, we would beat then up. 
But later on I found out that his mom knew my mom, so 
I was questioned that why what my son being harassed. 

I told her I did not know the people who did that, 
until one day she saw me kicking and stomping at her 
son's face and chest. She asked why, we all said he was 
a snitch. But in the end we found out he really did not 
snitch. 

I felt bad because I had no reason to beat him up. 
Can't lie, it was sure fun. 

-Boxer 

From the Beat: Violence is a funny thing. It can feel "fun" and poiverful 
in the heat of the moment, but then you're left with the memories of 
hurting someone - stomping on them like you say. In this case, you 
have the added regret of knowing that you and your boys hurt someone 
unnecessarily, and put a mother in the position of seeing her son suffer. 
Did you feel regret later on? Did you try to put yourself in his shoes? Did 
you and your homies ever talk about it? 



I know this girl, she's my first love, but the problem is 
my mom wants to put her in jail. See this girl is grown. 
She loves me and I love her, but my momma found out 
she is grown and doesn't like her so now she is trying to 
put her in jail. 

Everybody is mad that I am with her, even my own 
cousins. This is hard on me. I've even lied to my mom and 
told her I haven't seen her in months. I told my mom she 
moved away, back to Louisiana. 

I love this lady and I have to keep her a secret to 
protect her and I, so we can stay together. I love this girl. 

-Spwarv 

From The Beat: We believe your feelings are true, but we do sympathize 
with your mom, because it's a big age difference and it makes u% 
suspicious of the motives of the woman you're with. But the big thing 
is, are you still close to your mom, are you still lying to her? We hope 
not, because your mom is acting out of love and concern. You'll be 
eighteen soon - if this love is for real, can't it wait until you are legal? 



Advice tn Tiinse Coming Up To Camp 

Those coming up to camp its hella easy. You go home 
after 4 weekends, depending on your PO, then you would 
probably get up to seven months of probation. 

All you got to do is keep your mouths shut and follow 
directions. If not, you don't ever get a home pass, or get a 
home visit, so just be coo' and get yo' badge level up. 

-Lonnie 

From the Beat: We hope the knowledge you pass on will help someone 
get through camp. You could be making a difference in another person^ 
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What's up Beat? It's Bugs. 

I just wanted to tell all to stay up. 

To all when you'll get release better stay out. 

Being locked up ain't cool. 

Our families are stressing and so do we. 

Do what you got to do, but stay safe. 

And don't get caught for the shhh you do. 

I'm out stay up. 

-Bugs 

From the Beat: Man, Bugs. Don't you see? It^ no way to be safe and 
"doing what you got to do" at the same time. If you start doin' dirt, you 
will eventually get caught up. People will get hurt, people will suffer. 
The only way to really stay safe is to quit doing the kinds of things that 
get you un%skfe. 
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Hoiidays 
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To all y'all who was in Juvenile Hall for y'all Christmas 
don't trip because I'm in camp but I spent my last two 
Christmas in the hall. 

This year I'm spending my Christmas at camp. But I 
gussy all could say I'm lucky because you get to go home 
to see your family. 

I hate my life, I am stupid, and I am sorry to my family. 
I am a disgrace to them. Keep y'all head up and stay solid 
and make the right choices when y'all get out. 

-Hoochie 

From the Beat: On the one hand, it's good to see you recognizing how 
your actions have hurt your family, but remember it's about love. They 
love you, they want to see you do well, they want to see you succeed. 
It's time to stop beating yourself up over past failures, and start asking 
yourself howf you could achieve a future success! 
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Bacii Once Again 

Thinking I was a beast 

Getting released 

From the last facility 

That was killing me 

But now I'm back with hostility 

That's let out of me 

Trying to conquer this insanity 

Please just let me be free. 

-Anonymous 

From The Beat: What kind of beast did you think you were? Cause most 
beasts are trapped in cages. If you wannabe free you're gonna have to 
let the beast act go. 



Clianging My Life 

What's good with you Beat? Man, I'm doing real well! I'm 
up here at camp getting my life together. If you knew me 
a year ago, you would think I was a completely different 
person. Back then; I had a "I don't give a ..." attitude 
towards everything. 

Well, those attitudes cause me to be sent to the halls 
more than 12 times and sent to five different group homes. 
Now I'm up at camp, being pimped by the program. I have 
been on 5 home pass and never thought of escaping. 

In school I have 4 As and 1 B. it's like I'm a whole new 
person. I have too much to lose, so I not messing up no 
more. 

I got a very beautiful girl who loves me, and a cool ass 
family. I'm going to be outta here in no time. 

I'm out! 

-Jake 

From the Beat: It^ good to read this, Jake, especially after all you've 
been through. Congratulations on the grades too! Does this make you 
think about going to college, and getting a degree? Your future is 
opening wide - what do you plan to make of it? 
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Back To The Streets 
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What's up, Beat? Me, chillin'. Can't wait to hit the streets. 
I'm 'bout to get a job, but I'm still goin' see that butter, off 
top. Sellin' dope is just a part of me. I can't get rid of it. 
And my hip is gon' stay hot 'cause of that heater, but even 
if you got a thang on you, yo' melon (head) will still get 
touched up. It's people out there gettin' hit up with they 
thang in they pocket. Somethin' that better than havin' 
a thang is bein' on point, watchin' all movement around 
your surroundings. 

And a little advice to y'all that's new to this — don't 
take this game as a joke, 'cause you could be the next one 
laid out or even in the pen, locked down fo' life! You could 
dodge a bullet so many times, so don't get used to it. 

-Menace 

From The Beat: Put the damn gun doiwn! Leave the B-S! Why do you 
try and see how far your skills and hard iworlc ivill take you? You may 
surprise yourself. Meanwhile, why don't you read your very wise advice 
you give to the young homies, because it also applies to you! Because 
you're still alive, you haven't come across a real shooter that has taken 
out your young life, you already know that you could have and you still 
might meet just that person as soon as you're free again. Can you create 
another life for yourself, that you develop and can become proud of? 
You already know better than to take the street life as a joke, but every 
day you're out there, no matter how clever, some one can take you out. 



Can't Wait 'Til My Family Visit 

What's up. Beat Within? Me? Still chillin'. I've been here 
100 days. I have to wait two, three weeks 'til I get sent to 
Glen Mills. I'm still waiting on my family visit, though. I 
can't wait 'til my family visit come. I still don't know the 
date to it, though, but all I know is that it's soon, and my 
mom, dad, aunt, brothers and cousins gon' come. I can't 
wait. 

Well, all right then. Beat. I'm out. Oh, and by the way, 
keep doin' what y'all doin'. Keep coming up here, 'cause 
even though we don't show it, we need to express our 
feelings, either in the open or on paper. Well, yeah, I'm 
out. Peace. 

-Lil' Roach 

From The Beat: We hope you had a wonderful family visit, and that you 
get the most out of Glen Mills. Write us from there and tell us how it 



To Say Goodbye To Someone Yoo Love 

Hardest thing you can do in life 

Say "bye" to someone 

From the life-giving sun 

To God's daughter and son 

Life comes and goes 

You think you killing your foes 

Getting chased by the 5.0s 

The foes has family, friends 

Who going to be lonely 
Or even killing for the money 

It's hard for them to let go 

To say "Bye" to that someone 

Your homies move far away, too 

No time with them 

To have fun 

They be out of your life forever 

Like those people in Katrina 

'Cause of a levee 

Good bye! 

-Chinatown Kangaroo 

From The Beat: Who in your life are you missing so badly? Are they 
hurting because you're no longer with them, too? Has someone you love 
died? Why don't you write The Beat a poem about them? 



My Block 
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Now on my block it's getting real hectic 'cause people 
dying and people going to jail every day. You can't even 
walk to the store no more without a tap. It can get real 
spanky out here, B. But you know me, I'm gone stay doin' 
me, regardless. 

But back to my block, all my ninjas in jail. But that's 
cool; we be back. The police out there constantly always 
harassing us all day, all night. It's people I don't even 
know be comin' up to me like they ready to see me. It's 
all good though. I'ma get mine, but yeah. Beat, I'm out 
this thang. 

-F 

The Beat Within: Can you see a connection between the last sentence of 
your first paragraph ("I'm gone stay doin' me...") and the first sentence 
of your second paragraph ("...all my ninjas in jail...")? Until you make 
that connection — until it's no longer "cool" to give away part of your 
life to an uncaring system — you'll be back, all right, but it won't be 
where you want it to be. 



It's me again, Eb 

Writin' to The Beat 

Livin' the life inside LCR 

Catchin' time like crazy 

Forget it, that's part of life, I guess 

Thanksgiving was shhhty as hell 

Now Christmas 

I miss my fams a lot 

What have I got myself into? 

(Ha) in a messed up hole 

That's hella dark 

And smells like shhh 

Someone come pull me out, please 

'Cause this life I'm livin' is crazy 

No females, no family, and never a chance 

To go visit our family 

I'm tired bein' surrounded 

By hella ninjas, feel me? 

We need home passes 

(Ninja, that's what's up) 

Yeah, anyways, that goes to show me 

When I'm doin' somethin' 

That I'm not supposed to do 

I gots to do it more slick 

And not get caught 

And that goes to show 

Everyone else that's stuck inside 

The messed up system 

Get out, do what you do 

And get off probation 

Keep it low 

Watch your back 

Don't make the spot hot, feel me? 

'Cause livin' the life without your female 

Kickin' it wit' your ninjas on the outs 

And bein' wit' your fams 

Would make you feel 

Shhhty as hell 

It's a trip 

How in life 

You go through so much 

And we deal with it 

But that's life 

-Eb 

From The Beat: What else can you do, using the skills you have already 



at first, you're smart, can work hard, get a job and/or career you really 
like, and earn whatever you need. 
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What Does Life Mean 



Life, what does it mean? 

Racism like money green 

Everywhere you go, it corrupt 

Every day drama erupts 

Why did he put us here 

Why doesn't he make life fair? 

Playing our lives like dolls 

You people heard me at all 

You see prejudice 

Where is the justice? 

Man, what kind of world is this? 

People may have mentality 

But indifference to society 

People be power hungry 

People are money angry 

This shhh ain't funny 

While the country get messed up 

Bush get rich; he know wassup 

The rich get richer 

The poor get poorer 

We can't get no better 

Ain't easy to get that cheddar 

That's why we using heaters 

Eye for an eye makes the whole world blind 

Have enough homies doing time 

We need to strive and climb 

Not killing one another 

We no different than any other 

We may have different tone color 

We need to be together 

-Chinatown Kangaroo 

From The Beat: Terrific poem! When you already icnoiv the evil of 
prejudice, how do you protect yourself from it? How to you show that 
you aren't intolerant of people from other races? You're very wise. 
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I want to set out of jail because I want to get my life 
together. I want to change because my family was not 
the best family. My father was a prison man so I had no 
inspiration. 

-Harvey 

The Beat Within: ^ 

were a child, but now that you are growing into a man, you have to 

inspire yourself! Don't follow in his footsteps. 



What's up wit' da Beat? Me, just hangin' and maintaining, 
tryin'a stop bangin'. I feel I need to step it up for real. I'm 
'bout to be 18 in less than 43 days and I'm in juvenile hall. 
I'm fighting this 707 case. I feel that this is bullshhh. My 
girl talking 'bout I need to stay off the block and shhh. 

I need a job because my mom, like I got a chance to 
turn my life around and now is the time. I don't want to 
end up in prison like my father 'cause everybody in here 
like you following the same path as your father. I just 
letting say it 'cause it's just motivation for me to do better 
than him. 

I'm out for now. I wish I had more time. See you next 
week. 

-Da Lazy Boi 

The Beat Within: You're smart to know that unless you make some 
changes now, you're likely to end up where your father ended up! We 
know that you can come through this because we know others who 
have done it. It requires intelligence (you obviously have that), the will 
to do it (you say you have that), and a lot of courage (we'll see if you 
have that). 



This Ain't For Me 
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What's up wit da Beat? It's me, Leke out of Unit 2. I'm 
just doin' my time. I'm about to get out, feel me, and go 
to the house because this ain't for me in here. You got 
someone tell you what to do and tell you when to eat. 

-Young Leke 

The Beat Within: Are you going to be one of those people who actually 
stays home (and out of the hall), or will you be one of those who says 
the hall isn't for him, but just keeps coming back? 



Jinxed Myseif 



Man, the first time I came here and got out, I told myself 
I was never coming back to this hole! Damn, a ninja really 
jinxed his self... I came back on some BS warrants and 
another dumb-ass case. But I can't change shhh now. 

I really miss my family, my wifey and tha homies. Every 
night I pray that I get to go home with a ankle monitor, 
but they tiyina play me wit' six months in Walden. So I 
can't do nothin' but pray every night that I go home before 
Christmas. But chea, I'll get at y'all! 

-Lil' Creeps 

The Beat Within: Of course you can change now, even if it means sitting 
here for a while before you see the benefits of that change. But you're 
right, the time to think about not coming here is before you run out 
on old warrants or do other "dumb-ass" stuff. (If you're doing dumb- 
ass stuff that results in your temporary slaver, who^ responsible for 
that?) Who's playing whom? If you ask God to grant your prayer, don't 
you think you have some responsibility to listen to what God is asking 
you to do, and not to do? Or is your relationship with God a one-way 
street? 



Saturday Mornings 

I remember Saturday mornings when I used to wake 
up to my mom's sausage, bacon and eggs breakfast, and 
sit down and eat with the whole family, then go back to 
sleep. Those were the Saturdays I remember. 

-Joel 

The Beat Within: Did you sleep your Saturday away? What did you do 
after you got up the second time? 



A Touoi) One 



I remember when I was 12 years old and my mom didn't 
like me going to my older cousins' house and kick it with 
them 'cause she seen that they gang affiliated and they 
bad infiuence. But I didn't. I just had to call my godmother 
to pick me up and convince my mom, and it was a wrap. 
She'll let me go. Ha ha ha. 

Well, I'm about done with yo'. Beat. I'll holla at you 
later. Late. 

-Michael 

The Beat Within: Well, now that you're able to look back on the path 
that led you here, don't you think your mom was a lot smarter than you 
thought she was? 



Waiting Ali Nigiit Fnr Siines! 

I remember Saturday mornings when I woke up feeling 
juiced, because the Jordans was coming out. They come 
out every otha Saturday. Every other Saturday me an' ma 
patnas would meet on the corner of the block, then we 
would go downtown and get our shoes. So that's what my 
Saturdays look like. 

An' 'specially around Christmastime, it really gets 
fun. We spend overnight outside for the shoes. 

-Stunna 

From The Beat: What did you do all night while you were waiting for 
the store to open? 
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Doing Good In The Onts 



^ 



I know I messed up in the streets, and I always ended 
up in the hall. Every time I get out, I say, "Fm going to do 
good," but I don't. I been in and out six times. I think this 
time I don't just say, "I'm going to do good," but do it, like 
follow the rules on probation. 

This time the reason I want to do good is because I 
got jumped by a lot of people and I got hurt pretty bad, 
so I got lucky, because I didn't get killed. So this is the 
reason I want to do good. 

-Lil' T 

From The Beat: This is a very good reason for wanting to change. It 
sounds iiice you've been given a second chance (iwhere no chances are 
promised), so we hope you taice advantage of it. 



The First Time 



The first time I saw you 
I was scared to kiss you 
The first time I saw you 
I was scared to hug you 
The first time I saw you 
I was scared to love you 
And now that I love you 

More and more 

I am locked up. 

-Shadow 

The Beat Within: It's interesting to thinic about that first time, but we're 
more interested in the next time. Will you love her enough to stop doing 
whatever it is that gives the system the power it needs to taice you 
from her? 



Teil Snmeone Abnut Aiiuse 

If you ever got abused, you should tell someone, no 
matter what, 'cause being hurt or feeling pain from 
whoever is hitting you ain't worth getting hit by them 



and talk and tell someone what's going on at home. 

-Young Drew 

From The Beat: We agree that adults should never have the right to 
beat on children, and that children who just take it silently end up 
turning their emotions on themselves. ^N^% this excellent advice based 
on personal experience? 



Saturday Mornings 

I remember Saturday mornings when I would wake up 
and go to the block wit' the thugs and we would kick it 
all day — smoke, tell jokes, and go everywhere together. 
Then I'll go to the gym and play basketball for a few hours, 
and then go home to shower and go back to the block and 
kick it wit' the thugs all day. That's how we do it in the 
jets. 

-Young Dave 

The Beat Within: You're having fun in the streets and at the gym keeping 
your body in shape. What do you do keep your mind in shape? 



Baoiieil Up Into A Corner 

I have been backed up in the corner every day. That's 
why I hate to look in my mom's eyes and tell her I love 
my life. But I got a feeling in my mind that I'm lying when 
I am in that dark hall when that wall of fire is over my 
head. All I do is get on my hands and knees and pray to 
God that I will never do it again and that I will never come 
back to this place called JAIL! 

-T-B 

The Beat Within: We hope God hears your prayer and grants it. But God 
helps those that help themselves... 



I Wiuldi't listei 



\ 

if they 1 



I would most likely do not listen to my parents 
told me to stop seeing someone. 

-Delano 

From The Beat: You can do better than this! You have almost one hour 
to write, so when we see one sentence on paper, we recognize the lazy 
way out! If you were a parent, and your son didn't listen to you when 
you asked him not to see someone (or your daughter disobeyed that 
order), how would you feel? What would you do? These are some of 
the questions you could have written about! (Next time, one-sentence 
pieces won't get published...) 



Darl(ness 



My life is dark 
And hard as the ground 

My only happiness 

Are the friends I've found 

They bring me up 

Bring me down 

Suddenly, a smile 

Turns into a frown 

The deep shadow 

I love, I hate 

Has me now walking 

Toward the gate 

I await my faith 

My life, my death 

Now I'm gasping 

Holding my breath 

For if I don't 

I will despair 

And will vanish 

Into thin air 

-Angelique 

From The Beat: With the passion you bring to this tight poem, we don't 
think you're in danger of vanishing into thin air. Maybe you don't know 
your own strengths. Maybe you don't know that the hard ground is the 
earth's way of preparing for Spring, when the %un warms your soul and 
brightens the deep shadows? 



W'assup? 

W'assup, Man? Is you playing with me? 
You got me sprung from what you're saying to me 

I'm hypnotized from them lips 
Got me feeling chills from my feet to my fingertips 

I'm your homie and your female 

But you playing, 'cause you ain't giving me details 

I know you feeling me, and you know I'm feeling you 

But I'm questionable if I'm stealing you 

Is you right for me? Can you handle me? 

I'm locked up — is you gon' still be holding it down for 

me? 

W'assup, Man? Is you playing with me? 

You got me sprung from what you're saying to me 

-Giggles 

From The Beat: We don't have a lot to say about this love poem. It's 
more between the two of you than of any interest to smyone else. All 
we can say is, if you want to play house, you'd better get out of here, 
and stay out. 



The Chnsen One 



What's good with the Beat? This is the one and only - 
The chosen one. I done had a couple of cold nights since 
I been here. Still the temperature in my body is alright. 
No matter what happens I'm gonna be alright. Hopefully I 
will stay out of sight! 

-Arkelies 

The Beat Within: What made you the Chosen One? Who chose you? 
Maybe it^ time to get unchosen... 
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Ml Man And l--Still Iigether 



X f 



When my mother asked me to stop seeing my boyfriend 
because he was in juvenile, of course I said, "No." The way 
I was feeling was an "I don't care" feeling. It really didn't 
hurt me, because we was going to be together regardless. 
Me and him rockin' 'til the end, no matter what we go 
through, what rumors I hear, and all the females that 
interfere. 

Nienie and Angelo will never end. By me choosing 
him, that was a great win. 

-Nienie 

From The Beat: Well, congratulations on finding the love of your life. So 

Ltell us, why would you do something that gave the system the power to 
take you away from him? And why did he do whatever it was that let 
them taice him away from you? it sounds like you both love something 
more than you love each other. 



One Day 



X 



One day I was with my friend in a stolen car. Me and my 
friend were drivin' and then his mom caught us drivin'. 
He had to go home and he got whipped by his dad. He had 
bruises and he snuck out the house and ran away for like 
two and a half weeks. I told him don't do it no more. 

-Little Man 

The Beat Within: What part did you tell him not to do, steal a car or run 
away from home? 



The 'Hood Is Changino 



Me, I'm tired of hella shhh. I'm tired of me being in 
my room a lot, tired of eatin' other people's food, tired 
of seeing my mom in court, seeing her crying. She be 
missing her job sometimes so she can come to my court 
days. I'm getting tired of talking to my mom and family 
and homies through the phone and they over there having 
fun while I'm in here wasting my time. I'm tired of hella 
shhh in here. 

-Vago 

The Beat Within: Good. We're glad you're tired of all these things. When 
you are tired enough, you'll stop doing the things that put you in this 
tiring position. 



These wannabee's tryna be down 

Tryna be bangin' 

But don't know what they claiming 

'Cause nowadays there's homies 

That ain't what they claim to be 

Instead of homie against homies 

We should be handling the enemies 

So, homie, tell me 

Have you ever done dirt? 

Handling your strips 

Having that death hurt? 

Instead of having revengings 

The 'hood is changing 

We're not the familia that we're supposed to be 

The 'hood changed 'cause I don't consider some of yah 

family 

Quick to back stab, hella fast 

For some unders, getting drugs, females or some cash 

Instead of banging 

Homies, the 'hood is changing 

-Giggles 

From The Beat: We hope you're right. But if you are, it sounds like a 
perfect time to stop living the style so well suited to children, but not 
so appealing when adults live it. If the 'hood is changing, then we hope 
you take advantage of the opportunity to change yourself. 



My Sqoad 



\ 



My sqad... I love my bras. No doubt if they got beef we 
got beef, and they feel me too. I'm loyal. Loyal to them 
and my block. I keeps it real ha ha ha. You can call me 
B. Gizzle. When I get out I'm getting high, but Beat, I just 
wanted to let y'all know that I love sqad. 

-F 

The Beat Within: Since you keep it real, just how much of your life are 
you willing to hand over to the system? if you stay loyal to your squad, 
first the county and then the state will have its pound of flesh... of 
your back! 



RIP Yooog Wart 



Wha'suppers wit' da Beat? I'm standin' tall 

Holdin' ma head in these JJC walls 

I'm slidin' through to show some love to ma homie Wart 

'Cause even da dead homies need some support 

Why dey do da homie like dat 

Bruh was a good hearted cat 

Even though he gone he'd want me to stand tough 

So I'm thru dis thang like time's up 

Peace out 

-Yung L's 

The Beat Within: The question you ask: "Why dey do da homie like dat? " 
is one ive find ourselves asking every single week. When will there 
Sin ansiAfer? 



1 



Backed Up Into A Corner 



\ 



I felt like I was backed up in to a corner right before I 
got locked up because everybody was on my line hella 
pressuring me to do this and that, and they was always 
tryin' to scare me, sayin' that something was goin' to 
happen to me, like my PO, my parents, and my girl. And 
I feel like I wanted to go like on a rampage. I think that's 
why I got locked up. 

-Clavo 

The Beat Within: So, let's get this straight... Your PO, your parents and 
your girl all told you to stop doing the things you were doing, and that's 
why you got locked up? Sounds like they knew something you only 
thought you knew. Sounds like they are a lot smarter than you think 

I they are. Sounds like it's time to take some responsibility — and to listen 

I to those who have your best interests at heart. 



I Know Where My Heart Is 

My aunt doesn't like my boyfriend at all and I am in 
love with him. He is my heart and soul, but he causes so 
much confusion with my family. I don't want to have a bad 
relationship with my family, but then, again, I feel that I 
know where my heart is... at least I think I do. 

-Lyric 

From The Beat: You may know where your heart is (or believe you do), 
but the heart often betrays u%, making u% see what we want to see. 
We don't know if this is the case, but it may be worth examining the 



cannot see because you're in love. 



RIP Drama 

Why ninjas do Drama like dat? It was his time though... 
He said he was real just like Monte, Oohda, Beaner, and 
B-low. Just ta let ya know, boy, real ninjas dic.Nolia 
ones stay alive... But Drama, he thought he was a real 
ninja. That's why he's where he's at. 

-Goo-B 

The Beat Within: We hate your definition of a "real ninja " because it 
means death is the standard you judge a person's "reality" by. How 
terrible is that! In the end, nobody %Xx^% alive. It's how we get to the 
end that matters. 
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Mom Knew They Needed Me 



X 



My mom was always happy when I told her I got a new 
boyfriend. But when it was time for me to break up with 
the boy, my mom would be upset and try to tell me that 
me and the boy needed each other. But when she said 
that, she really meant he needed love from me because 
she knew I didn't depend or really care for a man/boy 
unless it was Curtis "50 Cent" Jackson. 

To all the young men in the halls, stay up. They can't 
hold you forever. I'll be back in California Nov. '08. Till 
then, hold ya ground. 

-Sabrina 

From The Beat: It sounds like your mom has a big heart. And by the way, 
it doesn't much matter whether they "can" hold you forever or not. If 
you don't give them a reason to hold you, then they can't hold you. 



Keloid Me... He Lost Me 



\ 



He told me I could have it all 

He told me I'd never need again 

He told me I'd have everything in the palm of my hand 

Now I need, now I have nothing 

And he's the one with everything 

I'm in here; he's out there 

But the one thing I got 

That he'll never get to have again 

And that one thing is me! 

And that's the best thing of all 

-Bambi 

From The Beat: You're so right, Bambi. He not only ivill never have you 

again, he never deserved you in the first place! How many girls' sad 

I stories begin with the words, "He told me..." Better luck next time. I 
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Keeping Mootli 

I remember when I was on the outs, I used to kick it 
on tha block. Once in awhile the police would do what 
they usually do, which is harass me for no apparent 
reason. They used to stop me and they never used to do 
the correct procedure. I would have to correct them and 
tell them, "Aren't you supposed to read me my rights 
first? I'm a minor." Then I would tell them, "What is the 
probable cause?" 

They would say, "We suspect gang activity in the area. 
Do you know anything about it?" Of course I would say, 
"Negative. I don't know what you are talking about." 

Then, by the time they ask me if I am on paper work, 
I ask them for they badge number because I know they 
hate that when someone asks for their badge number. Of 
course I am confident in these situations because I am 
not on paper work. 

Well Beat, Lil' Rob out... 

-Lil' Rob 

The Beat Within: We appreciate reading how you have to instruct the 
cops on proper procedure when you get stopped. But you must have left 
something out... You say you're confident when you're stopped because 
you're not on paper... but here you are! Something doesn't add up. If you 
know proper procedure and you aren't on paper work, what did you do 
that gave these same cops the power to put you where you are? 



M]f Move 

Well, I'm good today, 'cause I'm outta here in December, 
but I'm kinda mad, 'cause I'm going to Colorado. That's 
not the best situation for me, so I'm mad, but I will get 
over it eventually. So I just plan to go there and graduate 
in a year and come back and be that good eighteen, ya 
dig? So I'm gon' do me, so yeah, holla at ya girl. 

-H Gurl 

From The Beat: We understand why you ( 

home, but until you experience it, you rea 

situation for you or not. Take advantage of all they have to offer, and 

come back ready to live freely. 



My Plaos 

When I get released in the next month or so, I'ma have 
to go to Walden House and be real good, so I can go home 
to my mommy and daddy. And when I get out of Walden 
House, hopefully in three months, then I'ma find me a 
school, since I got expelled from Life Learning Academy. 
Then I'ma start fresh from there. 

-Nessa 

From The Beat: When you say you have to be "real good" so you can see 
your mommy and daddy, we hope you know that goes double for when 
you get back home. Otherwise, you'll just have to experience all this 
pain all over again. Good luck at Walden House. 






I Kemember Kioja 



+ 



FF 



I remember Saturday mornings when I woke up 

To orange juice and blunt for breakfast 

While I read the newspaper 

Usually hit the block so I can see green paper 

I'm not into weak cars like dem scr 

I'm in to Beamers and Benzes 

I remember first car it was a 50 

I smashed in it through SF swiftly 

Haters getting mad so I think out to get me 

I remember everything so you better make sure you 

finish me 

They call me Lil' Dre 

Where ninjas get money and our pockets never fiat 

I remember Ninja 

-Lil' Dre 



getting pretty flattened at this very moment. (And, as your pockets get 
flat, the system's pockets get fat...) When you say you're into Beamers 
and Benzes, does that mean you steal other people's Beamers and Benzes 
(since you are in no position to be buying yourself those automobiles)? 
If so, what you're into is stealing, not cars, and stealing leads you into 
something else: prison! 



Still Kere 



What's good wit' The Beat Within? Well, this yo' boy 
V-Guttah, still in this hole tryin' to get the hell out. But I 
ain't trippin' 'cause one day I'm going to get out, one way 
or another. I ain't neva gonna give up on myself 'cause 
this ain't ova. That what the system wants you to do, so 
I ain't going out like that. 

But yeah, anyway, this to all my ninjas that's holding 
down in any program. Never give up. We bigger than the 
system. Hold y'all heads up high and just wait until we hit 
touchdown, a'ight. 

-V-Guttah 

The Beat Within: You're absolutely right! One day you will get out of 
here, and then the hard part begins: staying out of here! As we've said 
before, if you keep your motivation to succeed (to prove the system 
wrong), then you will succeed. 



Played 

I been in here fo' a month fo' a violation and da groupers 
playin' wit' me. But if I don't get out befo' Christmas, I'ma 
get a home pass fo' Christmas, Man, I'm gone. 

-Coo' B 

The Beat Within: We almost didn't publish this because it says so little. 
You have an hour to write, but all you could give us was three sentences. 
You can do more, much more! Why do you think the group home is 
"playin'" with you? Are you going to continue violating and hoping to 
get away with it, or have you had enough of this? 








////// 
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A Good Three Days... 

Beat! What's really? Fm not gon say same shhh 
day 'cause today I went to court and tiie judge gave me a 
three-day home pass. Fm hella happy I get to see my fam. 
I haven't seen my siblings, cousins, aunts, and uncles in 
like three and a half months. 

I finally get to sleep in a real bed, eat real food, open 
and close my door whenever I want to. Damn, I'm hella 
happy. It's only three days, but shhh, that's three days 
outta this place. I'm planning on spending all day of my 
three days free with my family. 

I'ma also go to City (College) and take my placement 
test so when I get out, I'll be able to just go right into City 
instead of waiting another semester. 

Well, I'm running out of words 'cause I'm trying to get 
on the phone. Ok Beat, until next week. 

-Muslim Warrior 

The Beat Within: We're icinda happy ourselves, because we were getting 
pretty tired of that standard opening... We iiice your plan to set yourself 
up at City College even before you walk out of here for good. That kind 
of thinking tells us that you can put all this behind you and start moving 
in 9n entirely new and much more positive direction. Good luck! 



Dramatic Addiction Of Tiie incolierent 

I'ma tough One back up in a corner 

The mean streets of San Francisco 

Is just the turning point of another 

I love my mother for who she is 

A strong black women raising grown ass kids 

I ask my mother what life is 

She tells me the struggle 

She tells me to leave my significant other 

My personal life must be covered 

And pasted with envy, drugs and hatred 

I am the chosen one 

But this is not the Matrix 

God, I am not thinking 

I hate this world 

-Fly Guy 

The Beat Within: You have one very strong advantage in your corner: 
a strong and loving mother who wants the best for you. The older you 
get, the smarter she will seem to be. Judging by where you are now, it 
sounds like it's time to really listen to what she is telling you. (Because 
the two pieces you wrote were almost identical, we combined them.) 



Blunt On A Saturday Mnrning 



\ 



I remember Saturday morning when I woke up at my 
uncle' house and rolled up a blunt. Auntie brought me 
McDonalds breakfast before she left to work. So after all 
that was done, I did the usual thing I do every Saturday, 
taking care of my god brother, my uncle and auntie' 
son. So I just hang out the whole day, doing nothing but 
playing game with him, feed him, and watch him so he 
can stay outta trouble. 

The game we play is Wii... Man, that game is hella 
hard. I can't believe my liF bra know how to play it. 

-Meezy 

The Beat Within: We've never played Wii, but it looks fun. Do you get 
better the more you play? Do you help your uncle and auntie during the 
lAfeek, or only on the iweekends? Who's ivatching your god brother now 
that you're not there to do it? 



ames 



I was a young boy when I had my first girlfriend. Her 
mama yell at me because I spread the word around the 
school that her daughter had me down under the table 
in the second grade class. It was my second time in life 
having sex with a young lady in school. 

They used to have porn on Channel 52 when I was in 
elementary, so that's what made e want to do it. Anyway, 
her mama found out because her daughter told her what 
I said, and she showed her what I wrote on the bench, 
which said what her daughter did. Her mama confronted 
me 'bout it, and' you know what I did? I denied that 
shhh! 

Some may find it disturbing what I did after the 
confrontation, but I punched the girl in her nose. I almost 
got suspended four dat BS. What you would've did? Her 
friend was pushing her to do it too, and, like a good friend, 
she stayed with her the whole tie. 

-Shakur 

From The Beat: This comes very close to being inappropriate, but it 
also teaches us some lessons, which is why we're publishing it. What 
it really tells us is that when children are exposed to porn, they react 
like children! (The fact that you punched this girl for telling the truth 
tells us just how much of a child you were at the time, and just how 
inappropriate your behavior — and hers — was. We hope that, by now. 



act, and that to be something meaningful you must have the kind of 
feelings that can only come with age and experience. At the same time, 
we appreciate the honesty of this piece. 



Life lines On 



If my mom said she don't want me to see somebody, I 
would stop seeing them 'cause I love my mom way more 
than I love any of them girls out there. But it would be 
hard if I had feelings for that person. But life goes on. 

-Acie 

The Beat Within: Would you make skn attempt to sit down and discuss 
your mom's objections before you made your decision? Do you always do 
what your mom tells you to do? 



Dn it iVInvin' 



Check me out Beat. If my moms or pops told me to stop 
seein' da wifey because she thought she wasn't treatin' 
me well... No disrespect to moms or pops, I'd tell them I 
got myself in this situation and I'll get myself out. But it 
would catch me by surprise. No doubt I would think. 

-Young L's 

The Beat Within: We think you've balanced your respect for your parents' 
opinions with respect for your own choices very delicately. Sounds like 
the mature thing to do. 



it's Gnne Be Ova 



Man, I miss my ninjas 

So many lost by them triggas 

I wonder was it for the figures 

Ninjas be hatin', aint tryin to let us see our futures 

So we purposely kill with no signs of the killers 

Just runnin' wild like gorillas, untamed and insane 

So I show love for no one 

So if I got it an see you, betta know I'm on one 

Never ran from any ninja, never scared of no one 

Just search and find me on my grind 

I 'bout my Coca-Cola, stackin' to push rover 

Maybe even nova 

Playin' wit' my feddy, guaranteed it's gonna be ova 

-Fed-Up Beam 

The Beat Within: The only thing we wish was over is the mindset that 
got you here. You are, apparently, one of those people who thinks you 
can escape future consequences even though your down for future 
behavior just like past behavior. That is the sign of a child's thinking. 
We hope you move into adulthood (or, at least into the mind of an adult) 
before those consequences come crashing down on your head! (Because 
it doesn't do much good to mature into an adult only after you lose your 
freedom for a period of years...) 



1 
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Ma lil' Briks 



X f 



What's up wit' da Beat? Dis dat ninja Na-Na F Holly 
holdin' it down for da block in unit 6. You know how we 
do. But dis for ma lil' brahs in unit 2 and unit 3. Hold y'all 
heads up fa da homies. We gone ride dis lil' bit of time out 
for real. Dis shhh ain't nothin' for real. 

I'm about to go nock out 18 months in Glen Mills. 
It ain't nothin', though, for real. I'm tryin' to knock dis 
shhh out. I'm gone be down for a minute, but ma young 
ninjas, keep y'all heads up. Love y'all lil' brahs. 

-Na-Na 

The Beat Within: You may be holdin' doiwn for the biocic, but the biocic 
isn't holding anything for you. Once you're out of there, some other 
youngster who thinks he knows what^ going on will take your place. 
Sounds like a pretty one-sided relationship to u%. In fact, when you 
tell younger kids who look up to you that being locked up (for ANY 
time) "ain't nothin'," we think you've disqualified yourself sk% a teacher, 
because every minute, hour, day and month you lose to this system is 
something, and the older you get, the more "something it is." Frankly, 
with advice like this, we'd rather look to those younger lil' brahs 
you're writing to for wisdom. At least they know that what they are 
experiencing is much more than nothing! 



Saturday Morning 



I remember Saturday mornings when I didn't eat. I would 
just wake up, fresh batch of grape berry twista taster 
an' slap jacka an' call me ah chick, chill wit' her for ah 
minute, then I'm gone 'bout my bis. I hit the block an' 
just chill wit' my ninjas. Then go to the trap an' just chill 
in the house for about an hour. 

-Butta 

The Beat Within: Do you ever do things out of the ordinary on a 
Saturday, like go to the beach, take a walk in the sun, see a movie, or 
read a book? 



Dramatic Addiction Of Tlie Incoiierent 

I'ma tough one back into a corner 

The mean streets of San Francisco 

Is just the turning point of another 

I love my mother for who she is 

A strong black women raising grown-ass kids 

She tells me the struggle she tells me 

To leave my significant other my personal 

Life must be covered with and pasted with 

Envy, drugs, and hatred I am the chosen one 

But this is not the matrix god I am not thanking 

-Deonte 

The Beat Within: Very deep and dark. 
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Baci(ed Up Into A Corner 
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I did and was doing things I never wanted my mom and 
family to find out about, but now it's out in the open, 
because I got in trouble for it. She (my mom) will let 
everything go and never bring it up again, 'cause she 
knows that this is stuff I'll never forget. 

-Bambi 

From The Beat: We think everyone should read your first sentence and 
measure it against their own actions. We often tell people, "If you have 
a little brother or sister, do ONLY what you would be happy if they did, 
too." It always comes out in the open. 



Run, Tell Dat Man... 



What's up wit' da Beat? Dis dat ninja Na-Na F Holly. Ninjas 
know about me, but I'm about to spit some real shhh. Dese 
ninjas in here snitchin' an' shhh to tha staff. Dat's why my 
topic is, "Run, Tell Dat Man." Dese ninjas up in here runnin' 
dey mouths. I ain't talkin' music, but they singin', 

Dese ninjas up in here tryin' to be on split an' some mo' 
shhh. You know I'm in here in unit 6 holdin' it down for da 
champs 'cause I'm on da winnin' team. But ma words getting' 
short, yadaa. 

-Na-Na 
The Beat Within: To be honest, if we're looking for a winning team, 
we don't thinic we'd look in jail first. The fact that you're here tells u% 
that you've got a few more lessons to learn about what it means to win 
before you start describing yourself sk% a winner. If you don't like little 
boys tattling, then stop putting yourself in this situation, surrounded 
by little boys who tattle. That% about you, not about them! 



The Mind Of A Genius 



Welcome to the mind of a genius 

Where simple thoughts come strong 

With no help from no one 

I made it here on my own 

Trying to make it to the top and be the king on the 

throne 
Just smokin' and drinking, taking shots of patron 

-Fed-Up Beam 

The Beat Within: Of course you didn't make it here on your own. You had 
lots of help — from the older homies you watched when you were small 
to your own peers pressuring you to do what led you here. No one — NO 
ONE — gets to where they are without the influences that led them to 
make the choices they make. When you finally connect the dots and see 
how your choices come from the things you've been exposed to, then 
you will see your connection to others. You neither made it here on your 
own nor can you make it out there on your own. We recommend that 
you read the poem, "Mediation XVII" by John Donne. It goes, "No man is 
^n island, entire of itself; every man is a piece of the continent, a part of 
the main; if a clod be washed away by the %esk, Europe is the less... siny 
man's death diminishes me, because I am involved in mankind..." 
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Saturday Mnrnings 

I remember Saturday mornings when I had to get up 
at 7:00 in the mornings when I had to start community 
service for acting up in school. Every I had to repeat this 
for four Saturdays, because I had 20 hours to do and every 
Saturday we do five hours, from eight to one. I only did 
10 hours because I had to stop going because they gave 
us a vacation. 

Then, after the vacation, I stopped going. I never got 
in trouble for it because they forgot about me, forgot that 
I come every Saturday. So after that, I just doing my own 
thing on Saturdays. I played video games, went to the 
YMCA or to the Pier 39. 

-Mario 

The Beat Within: You didn't tell u% what kind of work you had to do for 
your community service. Who did you report to? Did having to do that 
work (even though you didn't have to finish) make you want to change 
anything about how you live? What about now that you've been locked 
up here? Does that make you want to change anything in your life? 



A Tnuoli One 



A tough one has been being locked up without my son. 
That has been really tough for me and him, because I know 
my son misses me. Even though he's only 2 1/2, he's very 
alert. My family always tells me he wakes up and asks for 
me. He wakes up and says, "Where's my mami at?" and 
he starts crying, looking for me all over the house. My 
uncle tells him, "Mami's at work. She'll be home later," 
and he's like, okay. That really hurts me a lot. 

Words can't even explain how I feel. All this time 
I been here, I been reflecting a lot and it's really hard, 
'cause we never been away from each other. I just pray 
every day and night that we will be together again. I got 
my hopes up, though. All right. Beat. Al rato. 

-Monstrita 

From The Beat: Even though you say that words can't explain how you 
feel, we feel the pain of your separation through your words. We hope 
{!k% much sk% for your son sk% for you) that you are soon reunited, and that 
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Plenty Makes Me Smile 
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What makes me smile is when I look at my mom. 
Whenever I get out of the hall - that makes me smile, too. 
Also what makes me smile is when I see my hyna and she 
smiles at me. And mobbing around town with the homies 
makes me smile. And partying with the homies makes me 
smile. And when I see my little sister and she's happy - 
that makes me smile. 

-Carlos 

From The Beat: We like your last reason best of all. 



Disappointment 



One day I was walking from my friend's house and it 
was like 10:30. Anyway, I was walking and a cop was 
flashing his light. I had a six-inch knife so I threw it 
away and he came out of his car and tackled me. I hit the 
concrete and he punched me in my face and twisted my 
arm and arrested me. And now I'm spending my birthday 
in here, locked up. That's really messed up. That's what 
disappoints me. 

-Carlos 

From The Beat: We're sorry this happened to you. We hope you will be 
wfise enough not to carry a knife in the future, it only puts you in such 
a position. 



Great Food Makes Me Smile 

It's me again, Chino. I am going to tell you what great 
Mexican food my jeflta makes. She knows how to make 
posale, menudo, and mole sopas. She also makes tortillas 
by hand. Homies - she knows how to make everything. 
While I am locked up here I remember the food my jeflta 
used to make for me, and it makes me smile. But it also 
makes me sad because I am not able to be with my family 
eating those wonderful foods my jeflta makes. 

-Chino 

From The Beat: Do your time and be wise when you get back to the outs. 
Then you won't have to miss your momma's cooking. 



Frustrated 



Hey Beat. What's up with it? I didn't like the topics today 
so I'm just deciding to check in with you guys to say that 
I am doing good and to ask how you people from The Beat 
are doing. And just let me say that this month is going 
hella slow and that it's freaking boring in here. I've been 
locked up during the holidays. I wish I was out with my 
family instead of being locked up. 

-C 

From The Beat: Well, we are doing fine. We love to give you guys a 
voice. We want folks on the outs to understand what it's like to be 
in your shoes, and to understand where you've come from, and how 
it is you came to be locked up here in the hall. Your stories are often 
fascinating. We hope you like our topics better next time. 



Directions 



I never follow directions because I think I'm the shhh. 
When someone tries to tell me something, it's like the 
wind, blowing into one ear and out the other. At times 
my father tells me stories about when he was young and 
crazy, like me. He shows me photographs when he was 
partying. That's the situation I'm in now. 

-Michael 

From The Beat: But you don't like this situation, do you? We're pretty 
sure your head isn't sk% empty sk% you %9^. We think you have a pretty 
good brain in there. How will you know when it^ time to drop the pose 
that you are the "sh '*'*", sk% you sx^l This isn't how you really want to 
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Ciurt Sioi 
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I hope this will be my last time going to court, except to 
dismiss my probation. Right now I have no idea what's 
going to happen to me. I've been to every single placement, 
like ROP, Fauts Springs, and some down south. There's 
nowhere else for me to go. I'm really trying to do good and 
change, but no one believes me. So I'm going to try my 
hardest to convince the judge to give me another chance 
and to make something out of it. I'm going to ask for 
Job Corp, or "court commit" time. Well, that's it. I'm not 
gonna give up. Ima keep trying to change for the better. 

-Kevin 

From The Beat: As you go before the judge again, try to put yourself 
in his or her shoes. You've been there before. You've had a handful of 
choices. The judge will want to understand why it's been so difficult 
for you to take advantage of the chances you've been given. Can you 
provide a believable response. Think hard about what you will say. And 
don't stop trying. 
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Top Class, Real Talk 



I would say to my parents that I'll listen to some of what 
you say, but some thing I'm going to experience and 
figure out for myself. I wouldn't feel that bad because I 
know they are just trying to help me out. Most things 
my parents say I've heard a few times, so I don't usually 
catch anything by surprise. 

If I were going through the same thing, I would say: 
I will tell you all I know about the subject and you can 
choose what to retain. But make sure it will benefit you 
because I'm not talking to listen to my own voice, or to 
waste my breath. 

-C 

From The Beat: You sound pretty reasonable. We wonder though - if you 
had listened to your parents, would you have found yourself in juvy? 
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I want to be like a feather, 

more silent than a whisper 

in a windy season. 

When this chain breaks 

my freedom will flow like a river. 

-Anonymous 

From The Beat: This is a fine poem. Why don't you claim ownership? You 
should be proud of this, it's a beauty. 



Those Saturdair Mornings 



I remember Saturday mornings when I didn't have to get 
up at 7:30 and shower. I remember Saturday mornings 
when I could wake up and do what I wanted. It was when 
I wasn't locked up. 

-D 

From The Beat: Well, we're glad that your stay in juvy hasn't ruined your 
memory. We wish you a future of many, many free Saturdays. What are 
your plans for staying free, once you're on the outs? What will you do? 



Satorday Mornings 

I remember Saturday mornings when I used to call you to 
wake you up and tell you how much I love you, mija, and 
tell you how much you mean to me. I would tell you that I 
would pick you up for breakfast, you and your mom. But 
now I'm sitting here in my cell, reminiscing, and waiting 
to get out of here. 

-Ricardo 

From The Beat: We make skn exception for you Ricardo. We'd generally 
rather that a love letter be sent directly to the object of one's affection. 
But this is such a fine reminiscence that we're breaking our rule. Sweet 
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staying Out of Trouble 

Every time I open The Beat I see all these speeches and 
promises about how people will change this, and change 
that, but when reality is that when your in jail, you feel 
that pain, the sorrow, and the regret about how you 
treated life when you had your freedom. But all that's in 
the past. 

Supposedly you never want to come back to jail, and 
you'll do what ever you can to never be in a cell. You 
make this promise about going to school, and treating 
your mom right and the biggest promise of all "staying 
out of trouble," so you won't never come back. You get 
out, and you do good by staying out of trouble for a few 
weeks maybe even months, but then you start not going 
to school, coming home late, drinking, smoking, and one 
night you break that big promise abut, "staying out of 
trouble," come back to jail and write the same ass bull 
inside The Beat about "staying out of trouble." 

-Phat Boi 

From The Beat: You make stn important point that lot's of people don't 
realize. You even outline the situation in a clear manner. What can the 
Beat do to help break this pattern? 



"X [ I Remember Saturdays Wheu... \ 



Smiles 



I remember Saturday mornings when I would wake up to 
my daughter's beautiful face. My daughter's mom would 
be making breakfast for us. 

We would argue about each other's idea of plans that 
we wanted to do for the day. 

I would lie back down on the bed watch TV and play 
with my daughter. 

Eat then get up and go somewhere, 

we would enjoy the day with each other with no cares 
about anything. 

Now on Saturdays we wake up. 

Eat this nasty ass eggs with fake ass sausage. 

Take our sheets off the bed and then put it in a tub 
and clean up 

our dirty, pissy, smelly, cold ass cell and get searched 
for stuff that we shouldn't have. 

I can't wait to go to the ranch, so I can do my months 
and get out 
and have my Saturdays again. 

-Phat Boi 

From The Beat: Many have written that memories of their loved ones are 
on their minds a lot when they're locked up. Yet, this doesn't seem to be 
motivation enough to stay out of jails and prisons. Why is that? 



Trouble Some 



Locked up with nothin' else to do. 

Dumb cops think gangs are all bout red or blue. 

The life I live, I love the thrill. 

Beating you fools, but I never killed. 

Streets is hard to live. 

Will I be gangbangin' if I have a kid? 

I wanna stop, but it's too late for that, 

I got it tatted on my chest, I can't change the past. 

This is the lifestyle that I live, and who I am. 

Keep it street all day, but protect my fam, 

I want to die but in my sleep, 

I don't want to die and end up laying on the street. 

-Yung (sta) 

From The Beat: You do skn exquisite job of describing the back-n-forth 
feelings of lot^ of people who are locked-up: don't want to live the 
street life because I can see where it goes, but this is what I am u%e to... 
Keep trying to break free, all great things (really) take dozens for tries, 
dozens of claims to change, dozens of tears, and frustration— that^ how 
great things are created! 
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Allow me to extend my utmost love and respect to all 
who come across my words. 

Now let me begin my story: I remember previous 
Saturdays when I woke up a my mom's crib! Spending my 
mornings making a homemade breakfast with my older 
sisters and listening to the tunes (oldies) on 98.1. 

I remember sitting at the table grubbing and seeing 
my younger siblings waking up and asking y sisters and 
I if there's anymore food left on the stove. I would always 
make them their breakfast and surprise my jeflta with 
breakfast in bed. 

Saturdays and Sundays were the queen's (my jeflta's) 
days of relaxation and rest. Saturdays were always the 
best for my family because everyone looked forward to 
my presence, but now... I stay absent and all I can do is 
remember my Saturday mornings! Don't do things that 
can make you absent from your loved ones. 

-Educated G 

From The Beat: "Don't do things" that cause trouble — so simple and 
yet many of u% struggle with this (whether or not we're locked-up for 
it). Why can't we live lives that contribute to others instead of cause 
trouble? Perhaps because it is easier to cause trouble than to live 
contributory lives... 



Siiouldu't Be Judged 

What's crackin', well my name is Lil' David. 

Well I got this fine girl name Jennifer. 

To start out things my lady's mom is hella hating on 
me 'cause she thinks that just because I'm a gangbanger, 
that I ain't going to be nothing in life. That's messed up. 
I mean I know I did some screwed up things, but I really 
tried to change. 

Like when I first met her mom, I tried to be all nice 
a shhh to her, I approached her all cool and presented 
myself nice, except for my bandana hanging out. I forgot 
I had it. I forgot about that. I guess that's when she really 
started hating me. And one time, she caught me and my 
girl (wify) getting stopped by the cops. That's when she 
started really tripping. She told me I was getting her into 
trouble. 

What I'm trying to say is I'm tired of getting judged by 
people who don't really even know me. She messed up me 
and my lady's relationship by moving us away from each 
other. 

To this day I still talk to her (beside when I'm locked 
up). I'm gonna marry her whether she liking it. 

-Lil' David 

From The Beat: Judging someone based on how he or she carries them 
self is rarely inaccurate. If you want to be understood ^% a certain kind 
of person, than you have to ALWAYS present yourself to the world (act) 
that way. Take responsibility for being perceived a certain way, and try 
to understand why this mother wants her daughter with someone that 
is safe and wouldn't bring danger to her daughter. 



What's up Beaters? Today I ain't feeling the topics but 
I'm just going to talk about my time here. I'm in this unit 
feeling down. The system, no let me rephrase myself, a 
person is always on me. I am expected to act a way, but 
they can act anyway they want towards us. Well I'm just 
waiting here and it's a long way until I leave. Well, stay 
up and don't mind these staff. We'll be out one day. Much 
love and respect. 

-King Slim 

From The Beat: Adults often forget to behave the way they expect 
young people to. But isn't it better to learn how to interact with people 
that you don't like? Just sitting in the hall hating on the adults doesn't 
gain you anything. Use this sk% skn opportunity to become skn artisan of 
interaction. 
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Important To Me 

This be your girl Kristina. I'ln gonna tell you about 
something very important to me - my lady. She gets 
very jealous, but no matter what, she's always gonna be 
there, hopefully. She gets mad at me because she thinks 
I talk to other hynas in here, but I only have eyes for 
her. Hopefully she will realize before it's too late. But I 
know no matter how hard I try, nothing lasts forever. On 
the outs she's gonna run back to her baby's daddy. But 
my brother always told me if you believe it's real in your 
heart, it's real. Never give up. But now I'm torn. But I'm 
not gonna come between her and the father of her baby. 

To all the people who have ones they love, never give 
up. Keep your head up! 

-Kristina 

From The Beat: You are in a bind. Keep in mind that you can only have 
power over your own behavior. Even that is often difficult. We can't 
control other people. They will love who they love. And often, love 
means letting another go her own way. Listen to your heart. Do what 
you know is right. 



This Relationship 

Hey, what up Beat. Well, today's topic is "a tough one" 
My mom would tell me to call it off with some foo 'cause 
he would treat me hella messed up, come to my pad just 
as he please. But for some reason I always go back to 
him. I know - you're probably "what a damn broad," but 
we would go through hella stuff. I would call it off but 
he'd still want to be with me. But I was "No I can't, until 
one day we did get back together for a month. But I hella 
did him wrong 'cause I broke up with him in front of my 
homeboy and he was all coked out. But he brought it on 
himself. 

I think my mom was right, 'cause at the end of our 
relationship it went all bad. He started beating on me. 
So yeah, but it wasn't even all crazy but the funny thing 
about it was he has my name on his middle finger 'cause 
he always tells me "Screw you". But it's all good. 

-All bad 

From The Beat: If you had a child, would you want your child to hang 
around with people who beat her up? You deserve much better than 
that. Your ex needs help. We hope he gets it. In the meantime, don't 
go near him, or anyone who would be violent with you. Your mother 
is right. 



I Remember Saturday Moroinos. 

I remember when I would get up hella late ('cause I would 
be going out on Fridays). So, on Saturday I'll be getting 
up hella late, like at 1:30, and my 'lil sister waking me 
up and she telling me that she is hungry, or she wants 
something. 

My brother Phillip leaving the house because he would 
not want to clean it. The house would be a mess and I'd 
have a bad hang over and be cleaning and bumping some 
oldies and my sister in the bath tub and then hearing my 
mom bitch. 

Then I get ready, get on the phone, see what's up for 
tonight, then call my home girl to see what's up. Then I'd 
leave and go out, get messed up, come home the next day 
very early in the morning and my brother covers up for 
me 'cause he's a mommy's boy, so I just say screw it and 
go to sleep, or I just stay at my girl's pad. But that's how 
my Saturday goes! 

-Party girl 

From The Beat: Those were tough Saturdays. We would like to believe 
that looking at them from the distance of your room in juvy, you see 
how wasteful they were. It sounds to u% like you've been running away 
from one problem and right into another. If you were reading this piece, 
but it had been written by someone else, what would you think was 
really going on here? 
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Abstract Miflded 



Death is so close and all around, 

that's why we're death bound going straight to the 

ground, 

round and round we go 

not knowing which way to go, 

so we stand our ground and don't let anyone tell us now, 

that's why we do what we do to survive, 

even if it means putting our lives on the line, 

we represent and stand tall, 

that's why they say we refuse to fall, 

we're warriors in every possible way, 

so cops are after us day by day, 

everybody tries to put us down but we can't be stopped, 

its almost impossible to stop, 

that's how it is when you step through our blocks, 

'cause all the individuals around here are ignorant to 

peace, 

we got you on your knees beggin' please, 

you say your hard but I know your fake, 

you try too hard and don't got what it takes, 

when they put you behind bars all you did was snitch, 

the system made you crack, 

now a days the system is worse than ever, 

they contradict themselves and think their clever, 

they stop us from doing things because we are under 

age, 

but when they ship us out they don't look back they just 

turn the page, 

some say we were all created the same, 

but when they look at the minorities they feel nothing 

but shame, 

the government only cares about people with wealth 

and respect, 

but now you know what we feel so you know what to 

expect. 

-Troubles 

From The Beat: You cover a lot of important things in your writing like 
your case, street life, the j. system and the country. You've got all this 
figured out and yet you are here. You surely didn't become smart only 
after you got locked-up. So how come you can know all this and yet still 
fall into the trap of incarceration? 



Court Date 



Well hey Beat - what's up. It's me, Bianca. I just want to 
tell you that I'm sad because I go to court, sit down, wait 
for the judge to tell me something good. But when I go the 
only thing he tells me is that my court date is continued. 
So, I watch my daddy leaving, and I just go back to my 
unit. It makes me sad but I have to learn from the bad 

things I have done on the outs. So t ^ 

Beat. See you later. Bye. 

-Crazy 

From The Beat: Bye to you, too. We're glad to see a twinge of remorse 



better. Be good. Work hard. 



A Touoi) One 



My mom told me to stop talking to my ex-boyfriend and 
I didn't listen, but now that I'm in jail I realize that she 
only wants the best for me. So from now on, I will listen 
to her and anything she tells me. But if you feel you cant 
live without that someone - then pray about it and God 
will show you what to do. GOD LOVES YOU SO MUCH. 

- Angela 

From The Beat: It's funny how we fight so hard against what our 
parents say, but then - looking back - we realize how they were right 
all along. 
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Should Of Listened 
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My mama told me that she didn't want me hanging out 
with this girl, but it was too late for me to stop hanging 
out with her cause we already became close. Then me and 
that girl and some of my friends started robbing people. 

Now, I'm here. Man, these ninjas in here be getting 
on my nerves. She wanted to get loud with me cause 
her roommate left. She was depressed when I called her 
out. She didn't say nothing. Man, these ninjas get on my 
nerves. 

-Kanesha 

From The Beat: Hmmm, do you wish you would have listened to your 
mother? Or are you glad that you stayed friends with that person? Are 
you still friends with them? Maybe there was a way to stay friends and 
not rob people. 
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Itoit Me 
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This is Judy. Well It hella sucks being locked up. I never 
thought I would end up in here just for smashing on some 
girl. I came in with two of my home girls on November 1st. 
Both of them got out before me, but its coo'. 

I have to finish up my time. I get out in January. My 
days are going by quick, but I just want my release date to 
come. When this gets printed out in The Beat I am gonna 
be out, so to all locked up in here - keep your heads up 
high and take care. Hope to see you on the outs one day 
again. 

-Guera 

From The Beat: Hey Judy - now that you know you can't beat up on 
somebody without it coming back to you, we hope you'll find another 
way to settle your differences. May we suggest conversation, or simply 
walking away from trouble. It often takes more courage to walk away 
than to put your dukes up and lay into someone. 



My Mama 



My mama told me one day that I would be a man, and 
my granny in my ear telling me to use my head. So, I put 
them together and this is what it comes to: 

a young ninja, a young teen, trying to make something 
new. My friend's pops just got locked up. That's messed 
up. Introduced to the click late, but that's OK, because 
my turf boys lead the way. 

One life to live, so live it to the fullest. A ninja out here 
gotta stay dodging bullets. But look at me. I'm standing 
here and a bunch of fakes trying to hold me down. 

-Mills 

From The Beat: You've got a good brain. The only thing that will hold 
you down is latching on to bad ideas. You won't have to be dodging 
bullets if you stay out of places where bullets are flying. It's true that 
America has a racist past. But things are changing. A black man is 
in serious contention for the nomination to become president of the 
country. He spent his time with books, not bullets. Wise up. Hit the 
books. Put your brain to work. 



Backed Up Into a Corner 

Well, I have been backed into a corner a couple of times 
when I was out an while I am in this place I had to choose 
a side. But when I had to choose a side out there it felt 
weird when they told me to choose a side but I didn't want 
to choose a side and that person told me I had to. 

I did not know what to do and I was both sides and 
after that happened I chilled with both of them at different 
times and I would get a dirty look 'cause I did not choose 
a side that is it from my cosas de la vida real. 

-Rascal 

From The Beat: Hmm, what a cool choice to make, but a difficult one. 



Your courageous choice certainly made others uncomfortable; many 
people do not appreciate someone making a choice that goes against 
the grain. 



Just Anotlier Day 



\ 



Hello Beat! Well, today is just another day like any other 
day. Nothing good or bad - just here sitting and waiting 
very patiently for my release day. I'm very excited to go 
home and be with my familia again. 

Most of all I want to see my boyfriend. I miss him a 
lot and last night when I received a letter from him I got 
all juiced. He wrote me a six-page letter and the things he 
was telling me made me feel much better. Other than that, 
nothing is coming my way besides visit from my moms, 
and mail from some homies and homegirls. 

Tomorrow I'm going to wake up, do hygiene and get 
ready for school. I don't eat breakfast because it's hella 
nasty, especially the fake eggs and oatmeal. 

When I go home I am just going to have me a real meal 
and take my time. Well, today is was just another day. 

-Lizeth 

From The Beat: You'll probably be out by the time you get to read our 
response, so, we'll just say we hope you're enjoying your breakfasts. 
Good luck to you. 



He's IHy Baiiir's Daddy 

Well Beat - today I'm going to write about the topic "a 
tough one". 

Well, my mom always tries to pick my vatos. She 
always tries to give me advice and tells me he's a gangster, 
he's not going to be a good father. I love my mom and 
care about what she thinks. But to tell you the truth, you 
can't judge the book by its cover, because my vatoo is my 
baby's daddy, because I'm pregnant, and I'm gonna have 
his baby. He is a good vato. He treats me how I want to 
be treated and I know my mom can't say anything. Well, 
she could, but now he's gonna be in by life till my last 
day because now he's ganna be the dad of my baby. And 
when I have my baby I wouldn't be like that with my baby. 
I would just give him advice but not tell him or her, "you 
cant do that". Well Beat, that's it for now. 

-Yesenia 

From The Beat: If you know he^ a good man and the right man for you 
and you baby, then follow your heart. Realize that your mom is trying to 
protect you. But moms can be wrong. You do what is right for you and 
your baby. Just be sure you've thought it through. And please, ask for 
help from a trustworthy adult. You can probably find a good counselor 
right there in the h " 



Dacked Intn A Cnrner 



What's good! Uhh... tonight I'm gonna write about 
backed up into corner. 

A couple times like this year I had beef wit' these 
Mexican cats and I was tired of that shhh, so to earn 
respect back, I decided to do a crime. Like this one cat 
was gonna go rob this one cat and I decided to run my 
mouth, sayin' "yeah I'm down yadayadayada I'll take 1st 
hit," Without thinkin' of the consequences, I ran up and 
jawed the cat. 

Then we jumped the dude, and then a couple days 
later we got snitched on. See I was in that corner position 
and I kinda didn't wanna do it, but then again I didn't 
wanna look like talk, so I had to. 

Well I didn't but you get the point. I just need to think 
before I speak. Now the ninjas I did it wit' tryin' to say I 
snitched even though they told on me and got at me, so 
then I guess that's how it goes when you're black. 

-Kramanthony 

From The Beat: This isn't about being black, this is about like you %x^, 
you started talking without thinking, and you ignored your own best 
instincts. You KNEW inside that you were headed for a bad situation, 
and you didn't listen to that inside voice. Looking back on it, if you 
could do it all over again, what would you do differently? 
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Backed Into A Corner 



X f 



There was this girl I met at school and we started talking 
and getting close. Then we started to do sexual things. 
We started doing it a lot and I wanted to keep it a secret 
and for nobody to know. Then the summer ended and she 
ended up going to my school. We had some sexual things 
happen one more time and I told her I didn't want anyone 
to know, but she ended up blabbing it to the whole school, 
and everybody knew. I never denied it, but I wanted it to 
be a secret. 

-M 

From The Beat: Hey M, when there are two people holding a secret, 
you're no longer in control of it. But we're sorry your personal business 
made "the front pages" at your school. Next time, thinic it through. By 
the way, now over a thousand more people, perhaps several thousands, 
will know your secret. We hope we aren't letting the once escaped cat 
out of the bag again. 



The System Walls 



This system which we call j-hall is screwed. These 
counselors think that they're helping us out, but really 
what they're doing is making us hate them more than 
our own enemies. They thing that by putting us in our 
rooms all day, we're gonna learn something, when really 
they're making you worser, more angry at everything and 
everyone. They think they're big and bad in here cause 
they have control over us but in the out they ain't shhh. 
They think we're stupid when really in the streets they 
wouldn't survive if they lived in our shoes. We aren't 
stupid we're just street smart. We're abstract minded 
soldiers never let no one put us down cause we're always 
on top of shhh. Coming straight from the streets. 

From The Beat: It is unfortunate when young people have difficult 
relationships with the adults in their lives. Adults often forget to 
behave the way they expect young people to. Nonetheless, if you know 
how the adults are, than why aren't you doing what you can to avoid 
conflict? It's good training in patience, no? 



A Toogli One 

My parents told me to stop hanging out with my friends, 
because they are bad influences. I know what my parents 
were saying, and I gotta listen to it, but they gotta 
understand that I grew up with these people and they was 
always there for me, so I gotta be there for them. Me and 
my friends have been through so much. We do drugs, and 
do bad things, but now I know that I just want to be a 
good influence to them. I want to make it so my parents 
can be happy with what I got. 

-Une 

From The Beat: One of the hardest parts of growing up is deciding who 
to listen to: your friends your parents. But you seem to have found the 
solution - helping make your friends different everyone is happy. Great 



Backed Up Into a Corner 



I feel backed up when my family hasn't come and visited 
me for a while, ya mean? That feels messed up and shady. 
No one has come to visit me for a while. I am about to 
blow, and go all out 'till I hit my gravestone. I felt like 
when a dog abandons a bone. It's just me there and no 
clone, they left me alone. 

-Simon 

From The Beat: Why has your family not come to visit you? Do you 
think it is hard for them to see you in here or are they mad at you? 
Perhaps you can write to them and tell them you are hurt by this. If 
you share some of your writing with them, maybe they will understand 
you more. 



A Crazy Night 



\ 



One time, me and my two homegirls - Mousey and 
Troubles - were at my pad hella blown and my dad came 
in all mad 'cause I didn't tell him my homegirls were 
gonna spend the night. So he told them to get the hell out 
and I was all: 'WTF! Don't talk to them like that!' So my 
homegirls ran out the house 'cause they were scared of 
my dad. I tried to run with them but he grabbed my hair 
and started beating my ass. I was just laughing, 'cause I 
was blown and I ran upstairs and tried to jump out the 
window to go with them and he grabbed me and threw me 
on the floor. My homegirls called the cops and I ran. Ha 
ha! Yeah, party like a clown. 

-Clowny 

From The Beat: This is a pretty terrifying story, even though you %x^ you 
were laughing. What is your relationship with your father like? Did he 
apologize for this night? Or did he just laugh it off, too? I 



Saturday Mornings 

What up Beater? It's the homie: Indio, well, I remember 
Saturday mornings when the night before I was partying 
hard at a motel party. I was getting drunk and, you know, 
handling my business in the bedroom, you know what's 
up. 

Well, the next day it was Saturday. I was on a hangover. 
I was at my homies pad. I woke up at around 10 and then 
I went with my boy to Denny's, ate then I just went to pick 
up some girl, you know. Then I just went to my pad and 
kicked it and drank beer to get over my hangover. 

Well Beaters, that's all I got about a crazy Saturday 
morning with my homies. 

-Indio 

From The Beat: These sound like chill times, except the girls seem kind 
of interchangeable. Is this what you miss when you are locked up, just 
chilling with no drama? 



A Toogh One 

Beaters, what's up with it? To all the Beaters, I want to 
say keep those heads towards the sky. Well today's topic 
is about how my parents feel about me kickin' it with 
those who are my people. 

See, my parents aren't strict down to the lockdown 
status, but their moral standards are a typical parent's 
standards. Don't stay out too late or don't do drugs and 
all that, but you know how it goes. 

My parents want me to kick it with people who are 
dear, good, and stay out of trouble - problem is, everybody 
I know and kick it with are in here. Ha. 

Funny how kids I know from preschool end up here. 
They're my homeboys and my parents don't like them, 
I know this. But these homies, I could never leave. My 
loyalty belongs to them and their loyalty belongs to me. 
I trust few, but the few I trust are blood to me. They 
say you can't trust no one, it may be true, but I've been 
through so much with these carnales ain't no one gone 
break our bond. Even death, you know, is waiting but it 
still don't matter. If you start something you flnish it. And 
I ain't done yet, and these homies I roll with expect one 
to flnish strong. Can't let a homeboy down, and all you 
out there who have homeboys like this - cherish a homie. 
'Cause they come rarely. My parents hate my friends, but 
I love em'. To all out there locked up. Keep strong. This 
homeboy's gone. 

-A homeboy 

From The Beat: This piece has all the sayings about loyalty and friends, 
but we want to know where this loyalty comes from. What about your 
homie makes you feel so strongly about them? What have you started 
that you have to finish? 
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Advice For The Abused 
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Here's my advice for the lonely and beaten: 

cryin' all day 'cause the way you've been treated, 

you gotta keep your head up 

one day it'll be all gone. 

Live by your dreams 

because you're not the only one. 

I've been through the same and 

I know it ain't a game 

but don't worry 'cause the one whose hurt you 

will soon feel the shame. 

So, here's my advice to the lonely and abused: 

I know there are times where you feel beaten and 

bruised, 

so look to the sky and outside there's help 

so don't put yourself down 

cause in here we feel your pain 

of hell in our cell. 

Stay up to all. 

- Alrato 

From The Beat: This is a really amazing flow, and it really gets at the 
heart of the topic. "Live by your dreams' is a beautiful line. 



Damn! 



The poem I'm 'bout to write 
is dedicated to a man that goes by Darkside 

His pencil meets paper. 

Every time I read his work I think 'bout it later 

He has a way of writing that hits me inside 

He makes me think about people, and I even love my 

haters 
'Cause they helping me out, they're doing' me a favor 

He helps me think 'bout myself and who I am 

I write with The Beat open and a pencil in my hand 

I hear shhh. Does that make me crazy? 

Damn Dark Side 

Makes my mind efln' hate me, it makes me wanna rape 

me 
And my hand wanna shank me, it makes me lust with 

greed 
And take from people in need, it makes me watch foo's 

bleed 

When I shoot 'em in the street 

It makes me laugh at blood and fiend for meat 

Not the kind on the BBQ pit but the kind on two feet 

It ain't long 'till I hurt a sucka and take him home. 

Cut him to pieces and eat the meat to the bone 

Dark Side said 

"This poem ain't for the brave its for the insane people" 

And I quote him because this poem came out straight 

evil 



It's like a tat will never disappear while I write these 

words scar 

I know I ain't thinking clear 

I'm thinking of blood and guts, knives, guns, and slugs 

The times my parents didn't care and never gave me 

hugs I think of the times I held it all in my lungs for now 

my poems over, but shhh. I've just begun. 

- FiftyOneFifty 

From The Beat: There are many great writers who fearlessly search out 
the darkest, most frightening parts of human nature. They write from 
a very thin line that separates truth from insanity - and they give u% 
chills when we read them: Ray Bradbury, Stephen King, H.P. Lovecraft, 
and the first horror writer: Edgar Allan Poe. This poem reminded u% of 
these writers, and puts you in company with some of the masters. You 
gave u% a chill. 



Tough One 



\ 



What's crackin' Beat, so yeah I had a tough one once, 
when I used to be out with homies. We were chillin' at my 
house, and then the jefa was ripping. She goes inside the 
house, then she brings out the brome, the escoba and 
she try to chase them away. 

And I laughed ...damn... I love my jefa, but I make her 
sad for my poor decisions. 

-Lil' One 

From The Beat: There's only one way to solve this problem, and that^ 
to start making better decisions. Your jefa just wants the best for you. i 
Don't YOU want what^ best for you, too? I 
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What I do after a long hard working week is just chill at 
the pad and watch some Saturday cartoons. Just spend 
some time with the family. Watch some Bugs Bunny, 
you know, how it is - eat some cereal. But when I get 
the call from the homies, I get ready and take a shower. 
You know, got to look good for the ladies. After I'm done 
they pick me up and we mob to the special spot. We start 
with hot boxing the car and then when we get there, we 
get our chillin' faces and we start posting it. We just wait 
till something pops up or we get another call. If not, then 
we just post it with the homies, and call some females. 
That's how we roll. 

-Birdy 

From The Beat: This piece gives a real picture into your life. There seems 
to be a lot of posting going on, but that seems better than going out and 
finding drama or getting arrested, or does this lead to incarceration? 
Hope not. 



Advice For Being Abused 



Hey Beat, its yo' boy Buddah. My brother and I used to 
get beat by my dad a lot. So if we get into trouble my mom 
doesn't want to hit us, because my dad beat us so hard. 
But now he doesn't hit me anymore cause I'm older and 
stronger. Good advice for being abused by your dad or 
mom is to get pillows and blankets to protect you, ha ha! 
Well I'm out. Peace. 

-Buddah 

From The Beat: Are you still afraid of your dad, or has your opinion 
of him changed now that you are older? A lot of parents today don't 
believe in spanking or slapping their kids, do you think the way your 
dad treated you helped or hurt you in the long run? 



Why is it that 

I'm constantly lost 

in my own mind? 

And why 

do I feel so blind? 

So confused about my own self, 

that I feel like I'll lose myself? 

My feelings grow stronger and stronger, 

till it won't be much longer 

till I lose those self control 

and I will be no longer whole. 

There will only be pieces of me 

no longer visible for your eyes to see 

that no longer can be together as a whole 

because I am so lost in my own soul. 

-Lil' Sapita 

From The Beat: These philosophical poems that you write are really 
heartwrenching. You often write about being lost, but where are you 
disappearing to? Perhaps you should write a poem about being found. 
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Trapped 



^ 



One of the times that I felt like I was backed up into a 
corner is when I stopped going to school because I didn't 
know what to do. Another reason why I felt like I was 
backed up into a corner is because I started getting bad 
grades, doing drugs and disrespecting my family. The last 
reason why I felt backed up into a corner is when I got 
arrested cause I didn't know what will happened. 

-Salvador 

From The Beat: Why did you stop going to school? Did the drugs have 
you feeling trapped? Do you need help? Don't ever be afraid to ask for 
him when you're feeling backed up into a corner. As many mistakes you 
made, like disrespecting your family and not going to school nobody 
wants to see you do bad. There is nothing wrong with asking for help. 
That is why the people that care for you are here for. 



Advice For The Abused 



\ 



If my home girl was abused I'd take her out and go have 
some alone time with her. I would show her a good time 
and make her feel good. I would maybe take her shopping 
at the mall. But it would be cool to make her feel better. 
I would keep her four to three days or until she's ready 
to go back home. And if it happens again, I'll have my 
homies jump the person that hit her so he won't do it 
again. 

-Abraham 

From The Beat: You sound like a nice person. We're glad to hear that you 
would look out for a friend in need. But why jump that person that^ 
hitting your friend? Why don't you try confronting that person? Why 
don't you tell that person that it aint coo to hit females and educate 
them. 
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What I do on Saturday mornings is get up and go hang 
out with my friends. We will all skate from like 10 to 7 
or 8. Sometimes we'll mess around with the neighbors 
or disturb their peace. When we get bored we'll go over 
to one of the guy's house and hang out there. We'll go 
to a store and get food and eat and skate and leave a big 
mess that we won't bother to clean up. This is a typical 
Saturday for me. 

-Jpizzle 

From The Beat: Why would you be rude and disturb the peace for your 
neighbors? That's how you make enemies and they start calling the cops 
on you guys. How would you like it if you were trying to get some 
sleep before you go to work and there were some pesky kids outside 
disturbing the peace on purpose? 



If You Tell The Truth, Then You Die 

Well most of us would keep our mouth shut out. It word 
gets out just keep denying what they tell you, because if 
you do tell them the truth you die. 

-A Stranger 

From The Beat: This is another cold rule of the streets, it makes it even 
harder to protect the innocent, don't you think? 



I Reuieuiher 



Saturday morning when I woke up got out of bed 

dragged a comb across my head. 

Drank a 40 oz smoked a blunt and went out the door. 

I'm writing about this day because it was the best day of 

my life. 

I saw a nice BMW with the window cracked enough so I 

could reach my hand in, 

I did and in the next minute I was speeding like a 

demon down 101 South. Wow. 

I picked up my chick and then raced back to the pad to 

get some weed . 

I sped out and went to a homies pad blazed, 

next thing I know I'm in a nine car high speed chase. 

Jumped out of the car and started booking it 

Ten minutes later I'm in another car not knowing where 

lam 

I end up back at the pad. 

Turns out I was in a coma for four days. That was hella 

trippy 
}hed into a semi truck that was parked and I can't 
remember anything after that. 
Well yeah... peace. 

-J Dub 

From The Beat: Sounds like a crazy sk%% experience? You're lucky to be 
alive. Why couldn't you remember anything? }N^% the weed that good? 
Or were you off some other drugs? You have to be careful you could 
have lost everything. 



Loaded Oo Saturdays 

I remember on Saturday mornings when I was sleeping, 
and it was be around 9:00 in the morning. I got a call, 
picked up the phone, and heard a sound very annoyed 
saying "hello." It was my homeboy saying, "I'm going to 
be at your house in five min." Then I'll be like "ok." He 
does this every Saturday. 

He takes the light trail from Mountain View, and come 
to my house without even telling me. He would come 
through the back yard, open the back door, and yell out, 
"come to the back yard!" I would come down stairs very 
tired and he would tell me, with a cigarette in his mouth, 
"hey we're getting high today." He does this pace every 
Saturday. I liked it at first, but he did this constantly. I 
mean it's cool but I want to sleep on Friday nights. So he 
would bring eke dubs. He used to have more when he was 
dealing it, but he smoked it all. 

I remember a time he smoked so much, told me he 
was going to use my bathroom, and he was in there for 
like an hour. I was stuck on the television with some 
other homeboy, so I did not really noticed that he was not 
coming out for a while. I went to go check up on him, right 
when he was coming out I told him "what the heck took 
you so long?" He said that he passed out in the toilet. 

He was the one that got me into smoking. Anyways he 
would roll two blunts and make a b-legit. Then we would 
smoke it, eat, and watch television in my house. Then, 
we would walk around our homeboy 's house at 12:00 
midnight, eat some more in his house and watch a movie. 
Then we just chilled and waited for our other homeboys 
to pick us up. That would be around early morning. He 
would take us to his homeboys and we would smoke 
some more. Then we would just shill, hitting the pipe and 
smoking joints. 

Then at the night, we would go to a party, or go to the 
park drink 40 's and pop pills maybe. So basically I would 
just get so high and drunk on Saturdays. My homeboy is 
down to get so high, keyed, faded, roll in, everything! He's 
a druggie but he's very smart. He's cutting back down 
now, all he does is just smoke, he had to quit when he 
was in house arrest. Then from now on he decided to cut 
back. He's going to college now and he stopped getting 
locked up. I'm very proud of him. Ok then Beat thanks for 
listening, I'm out! 

-Viet Tiger 

From The beat: If he's a druggie like you say he is, what are you? You do 
the same thing he does right? Do you consider this guys a good friend? 
Do you know the real meaning of a good friendship? Our suggestion 
for you is to stay away from these guys before you end up living on the 
streets homeless, orin a jail for many years or worse yet losing your 
life. The time is now to mature up VT!! There are friends who are willing 
to pass a good book to your hands rather than a joint or a 40 ounce of 
beer. Look at him now, he helped you get into this mess, and now he's 
getting out and doing good. What about you? Where are you? Hopefully 
on a new hype! 
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Last Saturday 
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Don't See Her! 



\ 



During the last Saturday I was out in the garden program 
it was heck a fun. Its something I'm not use to because, 
I never go outside. The garden is a big thing and I love it, 
but you have to be in a star program. 

-Kj 

From The Beat: We wish you had written more about this, Kj. We 
don't icnow much about the garden program, so can you describe it for 
us. What icinds of things are grown there? What happens when the 
vegetables get piciced? Have you ever done gardening before? Would 
you be interested in continuing to learn about gardening after you get 
out of here? There is so much you can tell u%. Write more! 



A Faded Saturday Moruiug 

I remember Saturday mornings when I wake up still 
faded and blown from the night before, look to the right 
and see homeboy Lucky playing video games. And I think 
to myself and try to remember what I did and the trip is I 
remember half the things I do. And the homie remembers 
the other half and when we put them together we can't 
believe what happened. After that we walk in the living 
room and see the two other homies Jp, and Chris, but in 
the end we all get a bowl of cereal and laugh about what 
happened! 

-Lil' L 

From The Beat: Damn sounds like you had a hectic Friday night. What 
would you do to wake up all faded? is that all you u%e to do on Friday 
nights and Saturday mornings? 
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Lecturino Pareuts 

If my parents told me not to see one of my friends I 
would argue with them and ask them why I couldn't see 
that person and how come they would not want me to be 
seen with them. It would make me mad. The reason why 
it would make me feel that way is because I would want 
to be kicking it with that person everyday and go do stuff 
with them and go get into trouble. 

No it didn't hurt me because I wouldn't care what they 
would say or think about that person. I just wouldn't let 
them see me with him. Yes, it caught me by surprise to 
be seen with him, because one day they called me to their 
room and they told me not to be hanging out with this 
kid because I would get locked up if I kept hanging out 
with him. Yes, I would do the same for my kid because I 
wouldn't want my kid to get locked up for someone else. 

-Justin 

From The Beat: Now do you see why your parents didn't want you 
hanging around that person? They just didn't want to see you get into 
any trouble that's all. Your parents don't want to see you in places like 
these. They just want the best for you - free and alive! 



Saturday Moruinos 

I remember waking up In the morning getting my clothes 
ready, getting in the shower, getting my phone and I pod, 
and going and collecting my scrilla and hitting up the 
homies. Then I would meet up with them and then we 
would meet up and hit up my other homie and go and 
pick up a sack. 

Then we would go and smoke, and then we would go 
to a store and steal a bottle and go drink and get hella 
twisted. Then we would go pick up some girls. Then we 
would go get a g- ride and then would go cruise around 
the beautiful San Jose streets. Finally I would go home. 

-Chris 

From The Beat: Sounds like you were having fun on Saturday mornings. 
What do you do now on Saturday mornings? ^N^% getting into all that 
trouble worth coming here? You can have fun, but don't put your 
freedom at risk. Mature up! 



My mom told me not to see my girlfriend. And I didn't 
listen so now I'm locked up for her. Damn I should have 
listened. So I'm looking at 8 months at the ranch. And 
I started trial on January 16. I ain't trippin', I got other 
girls writing me. You feel me. 

So listen to your moms when she says don't see that 
girl, 'cause if you dumb like me you'll end up doing time 
for her. 

-Don 

From The Beat: So are you saying that it's your girlfriend's fault that 
you're locked up? What did your girl do to get you locked up? See what 
happens when you don't listen. 



Nu Defeat 



If I tell you my story 'bout living on these streets 

Don't feel sorry for me 'cause I never feel defeat 

I keep it hard every day that's how it is in San Jose 

Never once will you see me cry 

'Cause life's a bummer and then you die. 

- FiftyOneFifty 

From The Beat: We won't feel sorry for you, but we do want to hear your 
story. Bring it on - we're ready. 
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Death 
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Already been dead 

I have seen a darker black that no one can see. 

I've been dead before my heart had stopped all the way 

Shhh it ain't no thang. 

The black that I saw is the blackest of black 

. . . before you see light. 

-FiftyOneFifty 

From The Beat: Hard to believe - but even though this short poem 
seemed bound for despair, at the end you finished on a note of hope, 
like they %x^i The darkest hour is just before dawn. 



My Abused Days 

Since I was a kid, my brothers and I would get into a fight 
normally because we're always arguing about something. 
But I'm the one that's always defending myself until they 
stop. 

There was one time that my brother and I had gotten 
into an argument, and he started punching me in my 
head. I started to run through the garage, before his 
hand grabbed me from the back and pushed me into the 
concrete floor and stepped on me, especially my head, 
though it was bouncing off very much. Finally he left, and 
left me there. 

Also this other time when I talked back to him and 
he ran to my room and started boxing me. All I could do 
is just defend myself. I fell down and I felt this kick to 
my face a couple of times, which busted my face up and 
I was bleeding all over the place. He didn't care. He still 
started kicking back and punching, while my mom tried 
to help me. He came to the fact of not caring and flnally 
stopped. 

Well all right then Beat, I ran out of time. If anything, 
I might not be here next week. I'm leaving to CYA soon. 
Later! 

-Viet Ox 

From The Beat: Why do you think your brother treated you this way? 
Is he older than you? What kind of relationship do you have with him 
nowadays? We hope your experience at home does not get repeated 
at the Y. Fighting there is a set-up for lengthening your sentence, so 
avoid fights at all costs! And don't forget, you can keep writing to u% 
from there and we'll publish your writing in the back of the magazine. 
Good luck. 



1 
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Getting Out 



Hey, what it do? It's me, Merino, just picking my own 
topic 'cause these topics are whack. 

Well, it's been a cool eight months. I can't complain. 
But when I get out I won't be around these supposed- 
called gangsters in the hall that are not even at my level. 
So, far all you haters that read this, I'm getting out folks. 
And for all them gangsters that want to be in the same 
crap, and claim the fame, you deserve to be locked up and 
they need to throw the key away. 

You teenagers always want to be like "Oh, I'm hard. 
I can do hard," just because they been in the hall. What 
they don't know is that they have a long way ahead of 
them. I'm just keeping in it real. So to all you people that 
get upset, go right ahead, but just remember you don't 
want to be in a prison cell at San Quentin or Pelican Bay 
with another guy... Well, I'm with a hot mama that has her 
education, and know what she want. Well that's all I have 
I'm out! 

-Merino 

From The Beat: You give some good advice. Merino, but the important 
thing is that you taice it yourself. As far sk% iocicing teens up and throwing 
aiAfay the icey, we can't agree with that because it^ a way of saying 
that people cannot change. We know they can, because we've %een it 
happen too many times in the past. If you examine your own behavior, 
wouldn't you agree that you've changed, grown, become more mature 
and responsible? Well, what would have happened if some adult had 
taken your advice and locked you up forever because of some stupid 
mistake you made sk% a child? Never give up on people, and never give 
up on yourself! 
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What's good with you Beat? Me nothing, just posted up 
in the unit trying to maintain in this rough life. Well the 
latest with me, I'm currently on C level for being in a fight. 
It's hard when you're up in here trying to do your program 
and get out, and some sucka ass dudes try to bring you 
down. The thing that sucks the most is I let them bring 
me down, when I fired on him, when I get out I plan on 
switching my life style up for real. 

Like I've said I'm going to knock out the group home 
and get on with my life. When you say that to people they 
call you a sucka or whatever but I ain't gonna be the one 
locked up! I'm gone be making my money legit this time 
and not have to worry about nothing. Aight then beat till 
next time. 

-PacMan 

From The Beat: Life can be rough, but it's up to you to make it less or 
more rough. We respect your mentality about handling your business. 
Forget about what anybody thinks. Go about your business, and go 
make your money legit. Don't waste your time in these facilities. 



If one of my parents asked me to stop seeing someone 
I was with, I would say no! I would say no because there 
not there for me and I don't even live wit them. And as 
for my lady she's the only one that's there for me. So as 
my parents telling me what to do they don't have it right 
in my eyes I wouldn't be surprised because my parents 
don't like the people I'm around. Even if my lady would 
treat me wrong I would make my own decision with my 
problems. It would get me mad if they did try to tell me 
what to do. 

-David 

From The Beat: Would you even consider listening to your parents if 
they told you why they don't wanna see you go out with that certain 
person? Or you just don't flat out get along with your parents? Cause 
it's kinda pointless to even take whatever they say into consideration 
if you don't even get along with them. But We hope that in the future 
your relationship gets better with them. That doesn't necessarily mean 
that you have to listen to what they tell you. 



! I 



i I 



ffl 



I Rtienter Saturdaj Moriings \ 

I remember Saturday mornings when I would wake up 
and eat breakfast and just chill all day with my mom, 
watching TV all day and seeing my brothers and sisters. 
I also miss playing with my brothers and sisters, 
working around my house and especially spending time 
with my family and eating good food. 

-Elf 

From The Beat: We bet you miss those days, we hope you get back home 
soon and don't blow a good thing again, your family, who loves you! 



When My Mom Caught Me \ 

One tough is where my mom caught me in my room 
smoking weed with my friend. She kicked them out and 
she called my P.O. and told him that I was smoking... and 
that was one of the tough ones. 
Alrato. 

-No Name 

From The Beat: Were you mad at your mom for this, or did you understand 
why she did it? 



Just last week my lawyer tried to get me to say that I was 
in a gang. She told me all kinds of things trying to lie, and 
say also that my brother was in a gang and I would be in 
one too. She's trying to confuse me, but I'm not going to 
tell her nothing. She even said that my mother said I was, 
but I'm not. 

-Wrong 

From The Beat: It^ too bad that what is said in court has real power over 
your life and what they do with you. But if you are not in a gang, then 
it really doesn't matter what anyone says. You know what's true and 
what isn't. That's what's important. 



A Busy llsn 

What's up Beat? It's your boy hittin' up the paper again 
with the pencil. 

Well, when I was young, I used to be abused for some 
stupid reasons, like come home five min. late from second 
grade. And then my pops started getting carried away, and 
he'll abuse me every five min. and every day like if that 
was the only thing that was left of it. 

But when I got older he stopped 'cause he knew that 
his hitting wasn't doing anything to me no more. He kept 
hitting and trying until he broke a bone on my face and 
left a purple line across my face. But my aunt saw my 
bruise, and told my dad if he ever hit me again that she 
was going to call the police on him. But he still didn't 
listen, until he hit my brother in the temple, and laid him 
out. And before he did that, he broke my brother's ribs. 
We all ran away to my auntie's house. 

My aunt called the cops on him. His favorite line was 
that he was doing that because he loved us. But my auntie 
didn't fall for that. So the cops took us away, for like 
three years, and after three straight years, I went back to 
live with my parents. I lived about two months with my 
parents. Ever since I got locked up it's been at least two 
years since I haven't been back home. 

But time is running out folks. Stay strong. Gone! 

-Giant Samoa 

From The Beat: This is a very sad piece to read, GS. Why do you think 
your father was so abusive to you and your brother? }Nas he drinking 
a lot? We ask that because we know what alcohol can do to the brain 
and how it can screw up your reasoning powers. (Keep that in mind 
the next time you feel like getting drunk.) When you were home after 
being away, what was your relationship with your father like? What's 
it like today? Will you ever treat your own sons the way your father 
treated you? 
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Reminiscing 
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I remember on Saturday mornings I used to wake up on a 
real bed and eat a real meal in the mornings. I use to make 
up with excitement. I had a football game every Saturday 
morning waiting to play. Everyday there's a different type 
of game. My life is all about gangbangin', smoking weed, 
and getting faded is the only way. This life ain't no play. 

-Lc 

From The Beat: So ivhat do you do noiv on Saturday mornings? Where 
did this gang banging, weed smoicing, get you? It landed you behind 
closed doors in this facility. Keep leading that lifestyle and you'll be 
waking up Saturday mornings in other facilities for the rest of your life. 
And if you get 



Stiil Here 



What's up Beat Within? I'm still in here. I didn't get out. 
That's hecka messed up. I've been in here a long time, 
since last year and I'm still in here. I think they're going 
to let me out of here when I turn eighteen, so if I do 
something bad again then I'll go to jail. I got court the 
1/7/08 and I think they're going to let me go. I don't want 
to do something bad again, because I don't want to go to 
jail for years. I'm going to do good out there and I'm going 
to stop bad things. Damn, it's like I'm doing life in here. 
That's all I have to say. I will write next time late! 

-Doing Life 

From The Beat: If less than a year feels liice you're doing life, then you'd 
better keep that promise to do good when you get out. This is just a 
taste of the bitter medicine they have lying in wait for you, if you do 
the things that got you here to begin with. Good luck! 
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Interfering Witii Love 
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One day I found the girl I loved. It was love at first sight. 
We talked for months without her dad knowing and her 
grandma, too. We've been together for four months now. 
One day her dad found out, and he just told her, "Be 
careful with the guys you talk to. All they want is sex." 
But I'm not like that. 

Then one day it all went to hell. We had one year 
and almost two months of our relationship when we got 
caught by the cops having sex, and her dad and, and my 
mother had to come get us both. Then when she left 
home, her dad had told her before, 'See, all guys want is 
sex." And her friends told her that she does not deserve 
me. But her so-called friends didn't know me. Especially 
her dad. It got her and I really loved her, I wasn't just with 
her for the sex. 

Apparently, all this crap got to her and she was going 
to through too much trouble just to be with me. She 
stopped though, and you know what, I still love that girl. 
Stupid friends! They like to hate a lot, always trying to 
get her to talk to some other guys, and leave me. It's cool, 
though. There's many fish out in this so-called sea. Her 
love went out to play, and my love is still there. 

-Jay-Jay 

From The Beat: You're right, in matters of love, outsiders should mind 
their own business! But, on the same hand, when you casually throw 
in skn old cliche like, 'There's many fish in the %esk" you seem to be 
agreeing with her father's worries about you... Whatever happens, 
hope you find the love you're looking for. 
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Advice Fnr Tlie Abused 



My girlfriend isn't the best looking girl I've been with, 
but she is pretty damn good looking, when we first met it 
was because of her boyfriend, he was a friend of mine who 
I'd known for about two years. After a month I started to 
notice that she acted weird when he was around, so I had 
my home girl "distract" her boyfriend for a day so I could 
talk to her. What I thought was that she didn't want to 
make him mad by saying something dumb, but she told 



would talk to any guy. I thought that was the worst, but 
then she showed me the bruise on her stomach and told 
me he was pissed cause she didn't want to sleep with 
him. 

The next day I told my home girl what she said, and 
she said to believe her 'cause he got mad when she 
wouldn't let him grab her ass. The next thing I know he 
gets in my face for talking to her and told him that I liked 
her and that as far as I was concerned she was single, 
because a man don't hit a woman so what she has is a 
piece of shhh. 

So he took a swing and hit me in the face, not that I 
cared, but my home girl did and his back was turned so 
as far as she says he was asking for that punch to the 
head. After that me and her got together. I've been here a 
while. My brother and my home girl are suppose to give 
her both a note asking her to marry me and my home girl 
has to give her the ring inside my lock box. I left at her 
house. 

But I say this to all home girls find a man not a punk! 
And to you guys grow up and man up, I know you wouldn't 
let someone hit your sis' or mom! 

- Dark Hunter 

From The Beat: We're glad to hear that you don't hit girls, cause that's 
not coo'. Congratulations on finding yourself a girl. As for marrying, 
take your time! Get yor life straight, and if the feelings are still there, 
then proceed! Best to you! 



My Last Thursday 

This is going to be my last Thursday because I'm getting 
released on Wednesday, and I'm not coming back here. 
And I won't come back here; I'll be going to county, so I 
know that I wont come back to the hall. When I get out I 
just want to go back to school and finish what I started 
and go to college. And finish my goals. So yeah, thanks 
Beat for everything! 

-Yosup 

From The Beat: If you keep your promise to go back to school and then 
to college, you won't have to worry about whether you're going to the 
county or not. If you finish your schooling, you can go wherever you 
choose! Good luck. 



Saturday Morniny 



-Lil' Hush 



sequence. It's simply not appropriate for The Beat to publish a story that 
encourages shooting at cops or treating females sk% if they are toys for 
you to do whatever you choose. This does not teach anything at all. 
T^y again! 



Saturday Mornings 

Saturday mornings I would wake up around noon or one 
in the afternoon, still tired from the night before. I would 
wake up, eat, and then hydrate. I would drink a lot water 
so I can hydrate again, to stand me so I can drink beer for 
the rest of the night. Then I would leave and do the same 
thing all night. I love the weekend because everyone is 
just feeling in the ease in the mornings. 

-Weekend Warrior 

From The Beat: How often do you drink until you get drunk? This is the 
first sign of alcoholism (which can easily creep up on you unnoticed, 
until you have to deal with it). We hope you think about what alcohol 
does to you in the short term \^% far ^% making you act like a fool), and 
in the long term {gk% far sk% destroying your liver and your brain). This is 
something we hope you deal with before it's too late. 
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Smile And Frown 



Smiling faces soon turn to frowns, 
This victim was left in the ground, 
He was just another casualty in these streets. 
The process will be sure to repeat. 
Smiling faces soon turn to frowns, 

I swear you mess with me. 

Soon you'll be lost and never found, 

Fm bound by honor and respect, 

I was taught to have no regrets. 

Smiling faces soon turn to frowns. 

They always told me to keep that frown and hold you're 

ground. 

Round and round we go not knowing what to do. 

So you take that path that leads to ruthless, not 

thinking it could be you. 

Smiling faces soon turn into frowns. 

Another vato got out of line, 

A matter of time. 

Before he's lying face first n the dirt. 

Now his family hurts. 

Smiling faces soon turn into frowns, 

A lot of people have been casualties. 

Warriors don't play. 

Believe me when I say 

Smiling faces soon turn into frowns. 

You mess up mi familia and I'll hunt your family down! 

Smiling faces soon turn into frowns. 

-Frowning Warrior 

From The Beat: We can't tell from this tight poem whether you are 
bragging about the "vtay you live on the outs, or just describing how bad 
things are. Is it satisfying to live the way you describe on the outs, only 
to punctuate that icind of living with periods of slavery under the control 
of strangers \sk% you're living now)? Can you think of no alternatives to 
this life, no way of turning those frowns bade into smiles? 
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In The Corner 
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I got into a fight with my mom, and I told her that I was 
going to my homie's house for a while. Then my step dad 
came home and he told me not to come back. I was hecka 
heated. So my true homeboy cared and he let me stay at 
his house for a while. Time passed and my PO put me as 
a missing child. Yeah, so a few months later my step dad 
called the cops on my homies. Me! I got locked up, so to 
hell with him! 

-Trey 

From The Beat: You can wish your step dad to hell, but then won't end 
your problem. What are you planning to do when you get out if you 
can't go home? 







Saturdays 

I remember my perfect Saturday waking up without a 
care. Just kicking back and chill in with the hood. As the 
day goes by I just start the day with the homies. I would 
get drunk and do all the kinds of drugs with the homies. 
I would meet a girl and you know how that goes. Then my 
good Saturday is over till the next one. 

-Saturday Drunk 

From The Beat: Frankly, we don't think getting drunk every Saturday 
(and how many days in between?) is good for you or for your family 
or for your future goals. As you know, alcohol has sin immediate effect 
that can make you do things that you would never do sober. But what 
you may not know is that it also has more long-term effects that can 
never be undone, and often lead to fatal diseases of the liver ^% well ^% 
permanent brain damage. 



Taking The Rap 

Q-vole Beat? Well, this vato is backdrop in some lines. 
Well they have tried pushing me through the corner this 
time, asking me questions and crap, telling me if I did it 
and crap. Some was there, but this ninja is not no snitch, 
so I'm taking most of the blame. Well this is psycho 
minded vato is gone. To all the homies, stay true giving 
you a clue. Alrato much respect. 

-Lil' Psycho 

From The Beat: That's the way the system works, putting pressure on 
one to roll on another. We don't know what we would do if we were 
facing the same situation, so all we can do is hope you can deal with 
the consequences — and not get into this kind of problem again in the 



Disappointment 

What up Beat? It's your boy little Chris. Fm not really 
feeling any of these topics, so I'm just going to make my 
own. I am really disappointed, today because I had court 
today and I really don't know what happened. My public 
defender doesn't even tell me what happens. So I had 
to call my mother to see what's up. The county should 
be paying my mother, and I don't get phone calls till 
tomorrow. But I'm not worrying I'm getting out of here 
one day. 

-Lil' Chris 

From The Beat: One of the worst things about the so-called juvenile 
justice system is that it operates without the juveniles in it clearly 
understanding what is being said and what is being decided. If your 
mother is "translating" to you, then you're right, she should be paid by 
the county. As for getting out of here one day, that^ a given. But what 
happens once that day comes is not a given. It's up to you. 



Tiie Truth 



If my mom told me not to hang out with my homeboy, I 
would just not bring him to the pad because I don't want 
to tell him that I don't want to be his friend. That's messed 
up and it might cause trouble too. Yeah it did catch me by 
surprise, I was like what? And why? No I would let him 
find out on his own. I will tell my boy to not take no crap 
from his parents, and kick their butts if they ever come to 
hit him. I would tell him to stay at my pad. I will tell him 
that we would go to his dad's and whip his butt. 

-Monkey 

From The Beat: It seems like you've mixed a couple of topics into one 
response. That's not the best way to write, since it is a little confusing. 
Don't just answer the questions in The Beat topic sheets, use those 
questions to think about what you want to %x^, and then just write 
that. And then keep it real. We honestly find it hard to believe that you 
would advise your friends (or yourself) to beat your parents up if you 
didn't like what they told you. (We wonder how you'd react to your own 
child making such threats against you...) 
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Searching For Better Days 
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Looking for the best intentions 

Want to do better for my own selection 

But instead I'm sitting in detention 

I wish I could be eating in my mama's kitchen 

Not the type to be popping prescription 

And did I mention on the outs? 

My boys cause tension! 

I'll be missing my girlfriend 

Emotions bent like I was in a world-wind. 

- Kung Fow 

From The Beat: You stated that "my boys cause tension", perhaps that% 
why you're "sitting in detention"? It's weaic to be a follower, but it's not 
too late to be a good leader in something promising. 



I'm backed up, stuck, what do I say? ^ 

Here come the feds trying to take me away 

Charged for this, charged for that, j 

They don't care if it's a lie or a fact 

A situation 

Came about involving me and my cousin 

A girl who's off-track, fighting and cussin' 

She told the police we committed a rape 

But the problem gets worse, jus' wait 

It's not true 

And I'm in jail and my cousin is free 

No letters, no nothing, how could this be? 

I thought we were homies and if I told 

The truth, I would be free 

Now I'm stuck between truth and love for you 

You aren't around but I'm asking, how do you feel? 

What do I do? 

- Reggie 

From The Beat: Your cousin is free and enjoying life without you. We 
hope that your pain has taught you to avoid bad situations and rely on 
your willingness to succeed. You ask, "what do I do?"... Never forget 
how your actions can make you or break you. 



GEO 
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I got my GED 
I did it all for me 

If I can do it 

All YOU can do it 

It's my first step to my future 

Now I feel more mature 

All YOU should try your best 

To pass this test 

Now I'm free from school 

Now I'm not a fool 

Now look at me, Dad 

I'm not a failure, so don't be so sad. 

- King Henry 

From The Beat: You're very correct in saying, "It's my first step to my 
future". Next, you have to get out and stay out of the D-home. Then 
I you have to enroll in college. That would really please your Dad. 
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Advice For The Abused 



Get out!! 

I know... 

Everything's easier said, than done. 

I'm sure it's hard to just get up and leave 

but I couldn't say, "I know what they're going through". 

I couldn't say, "this is what I did..." 

or what I'd do because I've never been in that sort of 

predicament. 

I don't know what I'd do, 

I don't know how I'd handle it. 

I couldn't imagine the pain and how it affects people 

emotionally and mentally. 

I know how it hurts me because I am a friend to 

someone 

who is physically and mentally abused by her significant 

other. 

It breaks my heart knowing the good person that she is, 

knowing she deserves a life with someone 

who is so much better-a life with someone 



The only advice you can give someone in an abusive 

relationship 

is to look to God and let them know you're there 

and that they will always be in your heart and in your 

prayers. 

- Desiree 

From The Beat: You're very luclcy to never of gone through abuse. You're 
advice is good and kind. We hope you continue to help your friend and 
that she gets out of her situation. 



The Other Me 



To me being myself is like being two different people 

One isn't that bad but the other one is evil 

I wouldn't wish the other one on anybody but myself 

I think he is the reason for me being in jail 

In my mind, it's like a split personality-two people 

thinking 

One makes me rise up but one leaves me sinking 

One leaves me out and about on the streets 

But the other keeps me with the only freedom in my 

dreams 

When I'm in a room by myself going crazy, he takes over 

He was here when I was younger but even more that I'm 

older 

Sometimes when he's here, I want him to go away 

But how I've turned out is obvious - he's here to stay 

Label me a thug or label me a "G" 
But would you know for sure if it was the other me? 

- Convict 

From The Beat: It's disturbing how you've already welcomed your "evil" 
self. Using a "split personality", without being diagnosed, is a poor 
excuse for your actions. We suggest you control your "two different 
people" and stay out of trouble. Focus on him wanting "to go away". 



Backed up into a Corner 



For the past six months, people have been trying to tell 
me what's "right" for me... But I don't understand how 
someone who's not me, is supposed to tell me what's 
good for me! 

When I am me? 

I try to tell people what I need, but they just don't 
understand. 

I tell them that I'm not a "drug-addict", that I am only 
stubborn. 

But when I tell them, they just say, "You just don't 
understand your addiction". Well how are they supposed 
to know better? 

When I am me? 

Well all I know is if I don't understand me... No one 
can. 

I am me... Right? 

- Julia 

From The Beat: You stated that you're "only stubborn", but you have a 
choice to drink or do drugs. Why do you continue to do them? People 
who say you're a "drug-addict" are only saying that because of your 
actions. Ask yourself why your actions are speaking louder than your 
words. 
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Taking A Chance... At Lnve 

Taking a chance ...at love 

Seeing you from a distance 

Looking into your eyes 

Knowing that I'll soon see you on the outs 

Makes me smile every night 

You are just so handsome 

That I wish one day that you will be mine 

One day I hope to call you " My Boo" 

Thinking about how I wish that love 

Will be just for me and you... 

Man, not being able to talk to you 

Just hurts so damn much 

I'm asking you now 

Even though it's not in person... 

Will you go out with me? 

- Green Eyes 

From The Beat: DO you think the feelings are mutual? IF you have no 
idea, well put your feelers out there and see if others can find out where 
he stands. Good luck. 
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A Favnrite Saturday Mnrnino 

A Saturday I remember is when my girlfriend spent the 
night on Friday night. I woke up and we were together. 
Then me and her smoked a blunt. I was so happy to be 
with her, because I got out of juvy that Friday. 

-Wero 

From The Beat: You get out of jail and smoke a blunt? Why put yourself 
in violation mode? Do you not cherish your freedom? isn't your girl 
enough of a high? 



True Lnve 
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Hey, what's up Beat? This once again is El Barbon, 
writing about love. I'm been so long in this place, almost 
a year, and I found a love and this love is true. When I 
talk to this girl, I feel better, and I feel butterflies in my 
stomach. But now I feel sad, because she leave Monday, 
and she is writing me and I feel hella happy. Thanks, Beat, 
just to let me write these lines. 

- Barbon 

From The Beat: You have a good heart. When do you get released? 
Maybe, when you're free again, you can get to know this lady and see i 
what happens. Love is sweet and tender and also, love hurts. I 



III 
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My parents hated my ex-boyfriend Tim with a fiery 
passion. He was a good boyfriend, but we had our times. 
My dad will never forgive Tim for getting me pregnant, 
and hates him. My mom hates Tim because he used to 
make me cry. It's crazy that even when Tim and I are just 
friends, my parents still hate him. I don't care what they 
think, because I still love him. 

-Lil' Mama 

From The Beat: Your parents are probably just trying to protect you 
and are scared your life might become somewhat out of your control 
if you have a baby while you're so young. But it^ also on you, because 
you needed to take care you didn't become pregnant, too. If you take 
it slowly, can you hang with Tim, even sk% a friend, and let your parents 
get to know him sk% the nice guy you think he is, until they can learn 
to trust him? 



irn I 



Annther Day 



Another day gone by all wasted 

Another meal from the halls tasted 

Everything goes by the same 

Like playing the same level on a game 

It's like I'm living the same day of the week 

Nothing new or hopeful to keep 

Orange and blue is what I'm wearin' 

And my heart just keeps on tearin' 

-Sneaky 
From The Beat: Maybe your days and nights in juvy are bland and often 
the same, but doesn't that give you the space and security to examine 
where the drama of your life on the outs is leading you? 



Been here too many times, I'm gettin' sick 

Postin' in my cell, spittin' rhymes, countin' bricks 

On the outs, it's all about money an' power 

Now I'm told when to take shhhs and showers 

Too many misdemeanors and felonies 

Got caught up hustlin', sellin' trees 

I'm told I got to go to the room 
Tomorrow mornin', mop and broom 

-Awol 

From The Beat: Good poem! It sounds like you realize that your hustling 
is sabotaging your life for real. Does being able to write about it through 
your poetry help you take a good look at where you're going with your 
life, and encourage you to challenge that direction, and give you the 
strength to change it? 



A Tnugh One 



So basically, I'm stuck at the hall because my parents 
don't want me. They want me to be safe, but if safe is 
locked up in juvenile hall, then I think that my parents 
are really messed up. I have no idea what's goin' on with 
my trial, but they're not telling me when I'm gonna get 
out. 

Besides craving a cigarette, it's not too bad. The 
orange and dark blue is kinda hideous, but it's away from 
my parents and that's all that matters. The only reason 
I'd wanna be out is to see my friends. Maybe if my parents 
wanted me back, I'd want to go home, but I don't know. 
Sorry if it sounds like I'm complaining and shhh. 

I don't really know what to write, but all I can say is 
that I hope you're having a better time. 

-Young detainee 

From The Beat: It really hurts when you realize that your parents are 
tired of you and your past actions. Can you look at your situation from 
their points of view, ^% well ^% your own? Even if it seems way unfair, 
and is unfair, can you figure out if there's something you're doing that 
they can't handle? Maybe something they feel is threatening the rest of 
your family, like your younger brothers and sisters? Regardless of how 
tempting it is to assert your right to manage your own life, your home 
is essentially theirs. Is there any way you can cooperate with them, so 
they'll welcome you back home? 



My Parents 

My parents both do not like me seeing my best friend, 
Jeremy. It makes me so frustrated that I am not allowed 
to see him. I should take that back and say that they just 
dislike him. But it still frustrates me that my parents don't 
like him. I love the kid to death, and would do anything 
for him. He's the only one that I can be myself around. 
He never gets mad, and I can talk to him about anything. 
We have our own language that we can talk in, and if I'm 
hanging out with him, I don't worry about anything — not 
girls, not parents, not anything. 

The other thing is that I'm not a bad kid. I feel as if 
both my parents don't care any more and just think I'm a 
mess up. But the reality is that I'm not. I wish that people 
could see the good in me, instead of the bad. I wish people 
could see that if they just give me a chance to be good, 
and not always being on my ass for everything, that I can 
lead a good life. 

-Jeremy's friend 

From The Beat: You don't write what your parents don't like about 
Jeremy. Can you bring Jeremy around your family and let them get to 
know him? When your parents have the wrong impression of you, can 
you be who you really are, including all your sides, and whether or not 
it takes a while, they can learn to appreciate the real you? 
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And Still It Hurts 

It's been a minute 

Since I've seen you. 

A year and five months 

To be exact 

I thought you were going to see 

My future kids 

I thought you will 

Always be at my right-hand side. 

You wasn't just my brother 

You was my friend, my ninja 

And my patna in crime! (LOL) 

But then it had to end 

Now the only thoughts 

And questions passing through my 

mind 

Repeatedly, was 

"Why did God take you from me?" 

'Does God know how much it hurts?" 

Damn, man 

It might have been a year 

And five months 

But, shhh 

It still hurts 

It hurts as if it just occurred 

Just yesterday! 

I'm so mad at myself 

For not saying "Goodbye" 

Or "I love you." 

Man 

I hate the tears 

Rolling down my cheek 

Because I don't know 

If you are looking down on me 

Or not 

Who knows? 



But I ain't tryin' to show no 

weakness! 

I'm trying to stay strong 

For you and ma folks (family) 

Having all of these emotions 

I can't control them 

On top of that 

I can't think straight 

I took the anger 

Or I tried to take the anger 

Out on others 

And myself 

I ended up on one-year of probation 

I started smoking, drinking, poppin' 

thizz pills 

Boy, thinking about it 

I affected my fams, you, myself 

Especially my moms! 

I thought that these would be the 

solution 

For my problems 

Like... having you gone 

Guy problems 

School problems 

Gossip, haters 

And all that BS 

And more 

On my record 

All you will see 

Is probation violation 

And all kind of assault and battery 

charges 

"That's the truth" 

That all sopped 

Because, one 

I seen my other brother, Uto 
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And John Duce 

I might be a girl 

But I would like to present myself 

similarly 

But my way 

I got Uto physically 

And I got John Duce in my heart 

Or maybe mentally or spiritually 

As some other people might say. 

And, second 
My stupid self ended up in juvy. 

All I do is sit in my cell 

And reminisce about the days 

We used to share 

Having you gone 

Taught me 

Something important for life. 

I realized that I should cherish 

My loved ones 

At every moment 

I had or have with them. 

The way I do that 

Is whenever I hug, kiss or kick it 

I do it as if 

I was never going to see 

Them again 

Some say 

"Rest in peace" 

But I know my brother well 

So I say 

"Rest in Paradise." 

John Duce 

-Melino 

From The Beat: This is a beautiful poem of love 
and loss. We also love your moral — to express 
your powerful feelings for those you love while 
they're still here in your life. 
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Om camot he a strong gang memher If he/she cares for others, 
plaih and sintple. One can't even he considered to care for hintself! 



It's Time For New Causes 

For a minute, it almost drove me out of my earthly mind 
— the anguish between living or dying. It seemed as if all 
odds were against me. How can some so effortlessly give 
away their entire life? It had to be more than the curiosity 
of the taste of death. If you could do it, you ain't doin' it. 
Psychologists say the foot in the door process works, where 
if you try something just a little bit, you'll get better. Not 
when time is an issue and it will kill you. 

I've always had a decent familia. I mean, they tried their 
best, you know, what more can you ask? Those of you with 
a family, how can you throw them away, betray them? Just 
to have fun with this new familia you have found? I ain't 
proud of leaving my mom and baby sister's home to go get 
loaded and act a fool, roaming the streets. One cannot be 
a strong gang member if he/she cares for others, plain and 
simple. One can't even be considered to care for himself! 
Block, block, block, if you're 100% loyal to your 'hood, 
is there ever time to eat or sleep? No. Whoever said, "A 



gang member can't have a life," well, so far you've been 
right. 

Hopefully soon we can have doctors and teachers for 
the 'hood. Maybe find a new cause. It's funny, the cause is 
so sacred to some of you. You may not even know what it 
means. Maybe we can change our cause to bring our gente 
(people) up instead of spiraling down. 

Doing time here is only too easy if you let it be! "Locked 
down"... y'all don't know the meaning, let alone the feeling 
of it. A lot of hours in a room without coming out is good 
for you, especially y'all hardheads who don't learn. Get 
used to it. 

I dislike when people obsess about going home. Keep it 
to yourself! You'll be back, or can you prove me wrong? 

-Ogm 

From The Beat: We felt compelled to change your title, because you 
yourself disprove its premise that we are all doomed. No, not all. Not 
you! We have no idea what journeys you have taken in your mind (not 
to mention on the ground) that have led you to who you are now {stn 
articulate, passionate, and truly thoughtful young adult), but we'd be very 
interested in reading about them. ^Nsk% there some moment of eye-opening 
understanding {an epiphany), or was this more the result of a process of 
observation and experience coupled with intelligence and curiosity? 
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Destiny 

Destiny, from my life to yours 

Confined behind these walls with a big metal door 

Doing time, committing crimes seeing life the way it is 

Taking many drugs — weed, coke, an' thizz 

All these things got me going insane 

Step by step, walking with the devil with shame 

But why me an' not you? That's why I don't understand 

Why so much pain hate, an' rage built up for one man? 

Locked down for too long, locked down before birth 

Sold my soul to the devil, who roams here on earth 

You see the things that I've said, and the things that I've 

seen 

Is more than enough to make any one man scream 

Yet a boy as young as me, has made friends with the 

beast 

He calls himself Satan, and he comes here to feast 

Feast on lost souls, never again to be found 

He holds you tight with his grip, with your face in the 

ground 

You're exposed to his darkness, into a spiritual world 

Dimension through dimension — livin' life in a matrix 

My destiny, I call it, like hell here on earth 

I'm aware of God's righteousness 

But it makes my eyes hurt. It burns! It burns! 

The light is so bright, but God's words are so foreign 

I don't understand, why my life is so torn? 

It's ripped into pieces, and folded with creases 

My life is a mystery, even to my own naked eye 

So look past this dimension, and let your mind wander 

and fly! 

-Speedy Vicious 

From The Beat: When you let your mind fly, iwhere does it fly to? We're 
not sure where you are in your mind right now because this powerful 
poem makes u% think that, even though you want to live in God's 
righteousness, there's a certain pride in your dance with the devil. We 
hope we're wrong, because we agree with the Bible^ warning that "pride 
goes before... a fall." We can't believe that your life is permanently 
ripped into pieces. It may take a real commitment and time to put those 
pieces back together and reclaim your birthright to freedom, but we 
believe it's well worth the effort. 
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Stop asking for so WHch, stop and 
he kappif for what ifoi^ got in front 
of If on. 



Dreams 
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When I close my eyes, I dream 
I dream of one day becoming a nurse 

On the medical team 

You can be whatever you want to be 

As long as you dream 

Dreams can come true 

I smell success in the air 

Don't let anybody take that away from you 

Don't let anybody tell you 

"You can't be (this)" or "You can't be (that)" 

It's like someone tearing your heart out 

Yell and shout 

"I can be (this)" and "I can be (that)" 

When I close my eyes, I dream of you and me 

-Sybreea 

From The Beat: We love the attitude you bring to your writing. We believe 
that if you truly walk forward shouting "I can" instead of "I can't" that 
you will be able to accomplish what you set out to accomplish! 
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With all the great wisdom and words of advice from The Beat 
Within, how many of us actually say, "Thanks, I'm grateful?" 
Too much is taken for granted. Let's just hope that there's 
still a chance out there for the things that matter. 

The Beat asks a lot of questions. I hate rhetorical 
questions; they're great food for thought, but maybe even 
better to write about. I try. I'm not sure if it's the time away 
from our family that opens some of our eyes. I'd like to say it 
was God. 

Well, for a lot of us, time could be used for better, but it 
ain't never wasted. My carnal, Chino L, well, his eyes are a bit 
slanted, you see. Just turned 21 and still be doing his thing. 
Now, in a sense, he's too old, yet so young, but still worth 
dying for, so he can have another chance. 

It's easy to write, a little harder in my case to talk, but 
the most difficult motions is to act. Let's see if you wake up 
with that! Some courage, homeboys and girls. I don't think 
juvy hall is the place to be "down" for a cause. In the pinta 
(jail,) some homeboys is out-numbered 20-1. Maybe the game 
is played so us youngstas can go try newer things out, not 
happening that way. I don't think that death can truly stop 
us, 'cause the end is far. For every one soldier gone, five more 
come in to try an' take down ten of yours. 

Patience is a virtue. Choose your battles wisely, young 
warriors. It's good to have pride, but let it not get in your way. 
Truth of the matter is, you're more valuable and productive 
in the streets, so wait 'til then, so you can die. But it's all 
good — ain't no one afraid, right? How 'bout seeing your 
momma cry? Ain't no one got it that bad. So she don't love 
you? Well, go one and break God's heart, may He have mercy 
on our souls. 

The world has death in store for me. At this moment 
I'd go away an' pray. Lord knows I deserve that worst of 
punishments. But only God can judge me. Every other breath 
I take is a blessing, a gift that I must try to take advantage 
of. "Everything is gonna be all right... Baby, don't worry." If 
it's not now, I still won't complain, because I know better. 
Materialistic things have no value. Stop asking for so much, 
stop and be happy for what you got in front of you. 

Needless to say, there's people worse off. Today my day 
was made by a piece of chicken, no ordinary chicken — that 
bad boy was a rooster! More flavor than your... 

-Ogm 
From The Beat: Once again, we're swept along by your words. You're 
angry at those who "break God's heart" (and you don't spare yourself), 
and, to u%, anger is the appropriate response. Of course we appreciate 
your gratitude to The Beat. The strength of The Beat is the willingness 
of our writers to open up, share their reality with u%, and let themselves 
be vulnerable. (To write means to be vulnerable...) We are proud to be 
able to give you sktt opportunity to express yourself in skn^ word form 
you choose, but we are also proud that the best of our readers learn 
from the best of our writers. We count you in both groups. (And, just to 
point out the obvious, the world has death in store for us all. It's what 
we do before then that counts.) 



Reality 
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No enchantment 

No magic 

Just a life that's tragic 

Another body 

In a bag of plastic 

Death's consuming our communities 

Taking away so many hopes and dreams 

A lack of opportunities 

We're crying as they're dying 

Overwhelmed with strife 
What a waste of a beautiful life 

-Friskie 

From The Beat: Yes, such a waste! Society seems to care little about 
discarding its children. And, tragically, too many of the children are 
throwing ayvay their oyvn precious and beautiful lives. 
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Momma, I'm Sorry 



In the past, I've been apologizing for my actions. I've not 
been thinking how my actions affected you in so many 
ways. I've been selfish by thinking about myself and not 
others around me. I repeatedly told you, "Momma, I'm 
sorry!" 

When I would say, "I won't do it again! I promise" But 
I just kept on doing it! Why? Was it because I intended 
to break promises to my mother? Nah, never that! Was 
it because I thought it was cool? Yeah, that was it! I was 
too busy tryin' to get a bad record, to impress and scare 
others! But I didn't see what was in front of me... I didn't 
see my mom's heart breaking, breaking into these pieces 
making a whole. 

Every time I tried to make it up, I made it worse. All 
the things I've apologized for, I've done them repeatedly! 
Over and over and over again! Not knowing I'm losing her 
trust every time I'm in the office, in court, in a police car, 
in cuffs, on probation and attending required classes. 

I've told you, "Momma, I'm sorry once too many times! 
Whenever you hear those three words exit out my mouth, 
you don't know whether to believe or not. I don't blame 
you. I blame myself! I should have listened to you when 
you said, "Think before you act, you just might end up in 
jail!" 

You warned me even though I didn't pay any attention 
at all, or even when I said, "Mom, I know, I know, I know." 
But, really, I don't. Look where I ended up... Jail... 

I've spent some times behind these walls preventing 
me to look out to the world. 

I used my time to think about my recent actions and 
how they affected me! Now! 

I regret it all. If I could rewind to the past, I would take 
it all back! Dat's on the real... 

I intend to make my future and the others in it an 
unforgettable adventure. I notice I need to change my 
ugly attitude, my actions, and watch the words coming 
out of my mouth. In my cell, all I think about is, "Damn, 
I lied to ma mom! I've been an untrustworthy daughter! 
Look at all the embarrassment and stress I put my family 
and especially my momma through." 

I completely understand the distrust you have toward 
me. I don't trust myself either, to be honest... I want to 
show remorse by rebuilding what I broke down! I love 
you, momma 

-Melino 

From The Beat: You have a way with words that makes us believe their 
sincerity. The remorse you feel for putting your mother through so much 
is very real, and the way to maice it right is to do exactly what you 
promise to do here, rebuild. We have no doubts about your ability to 



do so. 



Rights To Wrong 



I'm pretty sure all of you have done the wrong thing out 
in the streets before? Well, let me tell you this, there is 
no such thing of doing the wrong thing right! It always 
starts off happy, but it ends up sad when you're locked up 
or dead. The fame, cars, clothes, jewels — it's more to life 
than hustle, kill, steal. Just try to change. It only lasts 
so long. Just as quick as that money comes, you can be 
shot, robbed, locked up, or even killed. 

Remember, karma is alive and she finds her way 
around. Ain't no right in wrong. 

-Jay-Jay 

From The Beat: What a simple, straightforward bit of wisdom. Which 
leads us to ask you what you are doing to create your future karma? 
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Can you describe beauty? 

Beauty is inside and out 

Beauty is the thing that brings me to you 

When I look at them eyes 

I know the truth from a lie 

Beautiful is what you say I am 

But can you describe it? 

The way my lips part when I am talking 

The way my head tilts when I am listening 

That's what you say 

Beauty is us and the things we can become 

Can you describe beauty? 

-Sybreea 

From The Beat: They say that "Beauty is in the eye of the beholder," and 
if that's so, then we behold a truly beautiful poem, it both describes 
beauty and lets us know that that mysterious quality can't ever truly be I 
defined. Well done! I 
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It's A Nice Itiig, Wtat' 1'all Do 

Once upon a time... scratch that. I'm not too sure about 
this writing thing. I mean, it comes and goes. Sometimes 
it's cool; other times, it ain't. Around last spring, during 
the Olympics, I wrote about how anything worth writing 
in my case and even yours is worth sending out in the 
mail to someone you have, or just a connection to the 
world. 

But what I'm getting at is I've been here for a cool 
little minute, and I feel I haven't really wrote for The Beat 
enough, 'cause I'd rather just send a lil' something to that 
cute ruca on the other side of the wall. Well, this female 
said she enjoyed my writing/thoughts and would like to 
do something wit' it, so I wrote her and now I'm 'bout to 
copy it and send it to The Beat, so y'all can read it. 

Oh yeah. The Beat sometimes be like — "I ain't gonna 
be publishing no stuff with too much gang or love stuff 
in it." Well, don't publish my shhh. (It's my fault, being in 
the room all day got me talkin' masa). That's the reason I 
don't write in the room. 

But The Beat Within is sort of like counselors, giving 
the best possible advice for us shattered souls. My view 
on things is everyone is broken like a puzzle — some more 
than others — and this allows us to interlace our pieces 
with others. 

At times I feel like I haven't pushed myself to the limit. 
I'm capable of so much, but leaving too much down and 
behind. Maybe I'm a little too hard on myself, never good 
enough, but always striving for a greatness, that through 
my eyes will never be achieved. Sometimes writing too 
much makes it feel almost boring. Oh, well. 

As I try continuously to leave this vida of a cholo, it 
isn't to no avail. Even though deep down inside, there will 
always be that little piece inside of me for vida, I slowly am 
trying to let it sleep. Almost ashamed of myself, but also 
trying to get rid of this ashamed feeling. My generation 
was supposed to last for eternity and some. 

If y'all got the time to read this, it can't be all trash. 
There's gotta be some few good points buried beneath the 
rubble. 

-Ogm 

From The Beat: Damn! We think we understand exactly what you mean 
when you say that writing about things can seem to diminish them, 
that writing about them becomes more important than doing them. But 
we're your greedy readers — we want more, not less! If this is trash, 
then we must be trash hounds! What excites us about your writing 
(which, of course, is you) is what original thinking it reveals. It is a 
rarity in life. Keep thinking, and definitely keep writing! 



\ 



1" 

i 




1 


^mmmmiBmm////ff ^^ 






Being A Victim \ 

Being a victim is really hard. 

Being a victim is like a Missionary card. 

Being a victim is like running in a yard. 

Being a victim is like being on guard. 

Being a victim is very long. 
Being a victim is like a song. 
Being a victim is very wrong. 




I'l II Werewolf \ 

Song 1 

I'm the eyes in the dark of the night. 

I'm the danger you cannot fight. 

I'm the terror that leaves you cold. 

I'm the panic that freezes your soul. 

I'm a werewolf 
As you can see. 






Being a victim sounds like King Kong. 




I'm a werewolf 






Being a victim makes me sad. 

Being a victim is really bad. 

Being a victim makes me really mad. 

Being a victim is somethin' I had. 

Being a victim makes me run away 

Being a victim I always want to say. 

Being a victim still happens today. 

Being a victim is in the Bay 

-Brandon 
From The Beat: Your poetry definitely takes u% into a world where we 
want to know so much more. Have you been a victim, Brandon? In what 
ways? How have you handled it? Have you also victimized others? If so, 
can you tell u% what VV% like on both sides of that coin? 




I'm mad as can be. 

I'm a werewolf 
You can't stop me. 

I'm a werewolf 
And I will always live free. 

I once was a man 
But now I'm a beast 
Amongst you lambs 

I take my feast 
On full moon nights 

I'm out on a prowl 
And you better flee 
If you hear me howl. 

I'm a werewolf 
As you can see 
I'm a werewolf 
I'm mad as can be. 
I'm a werewolf 








i'm A Werewolf \ 




Song 2 




You can't stop me. 






One night, walking down the street. 




I'm a werewolf 






I saw hair on my hands and feet. 




And I will always live free. 






I started sniffin' 'til I smelled some meat 










My first victim said, "Trick or treat?" 




You think you can catch me and pet me 
But you don't understand the power of my rage. 






Chorus: 2 Xs 




You think you can tame me 






I'm a werewolf 
Howling at the moon 




But it can't be done 
I'm a wild werewolf 






I'm a werewolf 
Gonna get you soon 

I chased my friends through the neighborhood 

When I bit them, it tasted so good 

They begged me, "Please, do what you should" 

But I'm a werewolf 

Let it be understood 

Chorus: 2 Xs 

I'm a werewolf 
Howlin' at the moon 

I'm a werewolf 
Gonna get you soon 

Now all my friends are all werewolves, too 

Boo hoo, you're all in my crew 

We all know what we got to do. 
We're gonna make you all werewolves, too. 

Chorus: 2Xs 

I'm a werewolf 

Howlin' at the moon 

I'm a werewolf 
Gonna get you soon 

-Brandon 
From The Beat: You clearly have major talents ^% a rapper. We wonder 
what would happen to your werewolf personality if you suddenly 




Alone on the run 

I'm a werewolf 

As you can see. 

I'm a werewolf 
I'm mad as can be. 
You can't stop me. 

I'm a werewolf 
And I will always live free. 

You can try and run 
You can try and hide 
But I smell your fear 
You're afraid to die. 

I have no mercy 

And I do just as I choose. 

I have no love. 

I have nothing to lose. 

I'm a werewolf 

As you can see. 

I'm a werewolf 
I'm mad as can be. 

I'm a werewolf 
You can't stop me. 

I'm a werewolf 
And I will always live free 






because a successful rapper and you were making a living legitimately? 




-Brandon 




Would you risk those riches by acting the werewolf? 




From The Beat: We love your poetry, but hate the beast you celebrate 
in it! You say you cannot be stopped, yet we notice there are many 








websites devoted to the topic of destroying werewolves. (Silver seems 
to be the preferred method, thus the silver bullet...) If you were turned 
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Advice For Tlie Abused \ 




into a beast, then that^ a reversible process — but only if you want to 
1 reverse it, which you apparently do not want to do... yet. 1 






I remember when I was younger, around eleven years old. I would be at home 
an' my mom an' me would be having fun an' laughing. And then a minute later, 
she would just flash on me an' start cussin' an' yelling at me. An' she would 
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start throwing things at me an' hitting me with sticks an' anything she could 
get her hands on. 




i Can't \ 




I remember one night where she flashed on me an' was cursin' me through 




Well, right now my life is pretty messed up. I'm locked up, my house burned 






the house. I was so tired of gettin' beaten. I ran in my room an' closed the door 




down. I can't help my grandma with rent money, I can't work, I can't box, I can't 






an' tried to keep my mom from coming in, but she broke down the door with a 




see my girlfriend, I can't see my family or my homies and the homies that are 






hammer, an' started hitting me with it until I finally ran out the house. 




locked up with me get out before me or hella soon. 






After going through all that for about three years, I'm still the same loving. 




My PO wants to send me to camp for somethin' I didn't do, and on top of all 






caring an' friendly person I have always been. So to someone whose going 




this, I got to be in here for Christmas. But I really want to just help my grandma 






through abuse, I would tell you, don't let that change you an' always remain the 




with her rent money, but I just got to sav it out! 






same person you have always been, and you're going to be a stronger person at 




-Brian 






the end of it. 




From The Beat: We read a lot of pieces by young people who insist 






-Hyphy Twin 




they didn't do what they are being punished for, and we always say 






From The Beat: Do you have any kind of relationship with your mother 




that we have to take you at your word since we were not there. Every 






now? Have you ever talked to her about this? Could she have been 




system of human design — including the criminal justice system — 






suffering from a mental illness that you didn't know anything about? 




makes mistakes because all human beings make mistakes. If this is one 






Did this teach you anything about the kind of father you want to be to 




of those mistakes, then "sawing it out" is about all you can do. Good 






your future children? 
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Expectations 



When I think of her, I'm not too sure what I feel. First of all, because emotions 
can be so distorted in a place like this, they become unreliable. This feeling of 
uncertainly tends to follow me, making things a little bit difficult. But I'd like to 
believe that I'm not confused. Not too much, at least. If so, just a small amount. 
Expectations, what is it the world expects from me and you? 

What does the world expect from you? What do you expect from the world 
and how about your expectations of me? A lot of questions go unanswered. 
Friendship, loyalty, trust, and honor. 

I almost feel like I should try my best when writing you. So far, not much 
strain or effort has been needed, just pouring out the contents of my heart. 
I hope it's satisfying and not too bad. I'm not sure if it was "sometimes" or 
used to," but I once believed... I was meant for destruction, pain and death, 
through all stages. Who says that isn't true, believable? I've learned to not 
expect anything from people, mainly to not have to go through disappointment 
and rejection. But as I think this learned attribute seems like something that 
would pause or stop someone from growing. 

A lot of the time, I'm not too sure about people and their ways. If I could 
simply live without interactions, then there would be no problems. But, then, 
again, as I contemplate through life with these eyes of tribulation, I slowly start 
to see a magnificent aurora within a chosen few. Then, again, maybe I do want 
and deserve a piece of that comfort. But this comfort without a doubt comes 
with pain. But as long as one is as aware as possible, then there's not much 
more I can dol. I try never to let my guard or my walls down, maybe because I 
was afraid to deal with the repercussions. This limited my growing, putting me 
on another direction, making me what I am now... 

Sometimes I'm not too sure what I'm writing, so I don't expect you to 
understand it all, writing mainly to heal myself. I sometimes re-read a piece of 
writing slowly, several times to try and put myself in the writer's shoes, be right 
next to them and understand what they did not. 

-Amor Sin Barreras (Love Without Barriers) 
From The Beat: We think you have the qualities of a great writer: 
honesty, curiosity, self-awareness and sknsk\^%\%, doubt, intellectual 
principle and bleeding heart. We love to meander along with your 
thoughts even when we don't understand all of them, because they lead 
somewhere and open windows of understanding along the way. You 
show your maturity from the beginning, when you warn how unreliable 
emotions can be in a place like this. (Actually, they can distort reality 
in skn^ setting, so be watchful.) We don't know what your future holds, 
but we feel confident that you have it in your power to make it what 
you choose. 
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Gol Was Heliini Me 



I didn't really know who God was, but I knew how to pray. Praying came easy 
to me as a kid. Being whipped, I never knew who I was talking to, but I just 
talked to someone while the beating, asking Him, "Would it end soon?" 

After one time, I tried running instead of praying and got caught and got 
introduced to a tree and tied to it. Then I began to pray. Didn't feel much of the 
tree whip, but I felt something other protecting me as I was being whipped, as I 
talked to whomever it was I was praying to. 

Me, I didn't get tough love as a youngsta, 'cause I was bad. I got it to be 
a man, but the whips didn't help me. Later on I found out it was God who was 
helping me as I cried for help to be a man, not the man who beat me. So to the 
abuse, just pray and wait for the next day. If you pray, you can't be touched by 
no one, feel me? 

-B 
From The Beat: Whoever was beating you and tying you trees was a 
criminal, guilty of the crime of child abuse. We are grateful that you 
found a way to endure this abuse. How will God help you move beyond 
where you are right now? 
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Smashin' on sight, takin' loot out they pockets 

Me and my girlfriend suspects, but no one can stop us 

115 on 101 Sky, speedin' like a rocket 

Her game crispy and clean, just like a locket 

Mama told me to get rid of that 

She don't like tha way she act 

My girlfren's my crime patnah; it's a well-known fact 

Me hit licks; come up on racks 

She'll dump dips when it's a rap 

Stash dope and pack the stacks 

She'll pimp ladies out like a mac 

I can't get rid of that 

I'm addicted like a knock fo' cream 

She got the combo a young felon needs 

I can trust her wit' some of my D 

My chick a straight beast 

She's just like me 

-Young P 
From The Beat: is the straight beast that is your chick also in a cage like 
a beast in a zoo? As for doing 115 on 101, that is evidence that children 
should not be allowed to drive. When you drive that recklessly, you're 
really saying that nobody but you counts — not the baby in the next car, 
no u% driving on the same freeway, not your mother on her way to the 
city. We hope you grow up before you kill somebody! 



U 



Bag Back 
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I remember tellin' a ninja to bag back before he got his ass smacked. I knew 
the dude for a long time, so I thought he knew that I wasn't goin' out like dat, 
gettin' all in ma face and callin' me a name and for even attemptin' to spit, all 
because I said I could take his chick. He should have went somewhere and 
cooled down a bit. 

I remember I told a ninja to bag back before he got his ass smacked, but 
now it's too late and he wishin' he hadn't handled the situation like dat. 

-Lil' Phil 
From The Beat: If he^ wishing he hadn't handled the situation that way, 
what are you wishing? Why would you tell a friend you could take his 
girl, unless you wanted to provoke a fight? 



The Opposite Life 



I was out here day and night 

All about my grind pocket 

Happy as hell 

Now I'm in here. 

Can't get no skrill 

Feeling hella ill 

We some rogues 

We like to shine on gold rims 

Gots to be four chromes 

Back row full of females 

Now all I gots to floss 

Is this phony ass clothes 

But these females 

Still backin' ya boy 

On these Bob Barkers 

You feel me 

Rouges in the town 

We don't play 

We like to get pay 

We don't care in what way 

But it gots to be somehow main 

When I'll be off pills 

I'll like to go inside 

People's path 

Pistol whoop their grills 

Take their dinero 

I missed my phone 

You would always hear different tones 

See different numbers 

Different people calling for some more 

Now all I hear is my mama 

Complaining about this county bills 

I missed choking off that purp 

These days I'm just in this room 

Choking off my roommate's poop 

The opposite smell of that yurp 

I used to stick to that negative mind 

Now I'm locked in here 

Wanting to be out there 

Free to live the positive life 

-Koki 
From The Beat: Have you been living the positive life?/Free of pain and 
free of strife?/Your giving away time, that precious gift/The older you 
grow, the more it's swift/You can say you shine, but what kind of fool/ 
Let^ himself go to jail instead of to school? 



BaGi( In Tlie Bay 



I remember back in the day, kickin' it next to Hillsdale Mall. We'd chill there 
until we either ran out of beer, weed or one of us was caught shoplifting. Then 
we would run and meet up later. But I remember a specific cay when we ran out 
of weed and went on a hunt for weed. It started like this: 

We were chillin' at Hillsdale Mall and we smoked the rest of the weed, so 
we started calling up friends and only one actually answered. He was eighteen 
years old and we called him Dopey, because he always seemed really high, 24/7. 
So it seemed good that we finally got someone, except he was in San Fran and 
we were in Mateo. So we now needed a ride and we couldn't use parents. 

We were lit, so we started calling more friends... Nobody answered, so we 
decided to take the bus. We got to a bus stop. Each one of us had four or five 
bucks and there was three of us. We took the bus to San Bruno. Next to us in 
the bus was this crazy old lady that said that the devil was her bother and we 
needed to help her. 

This is when stuff went bad. First, the bus stopped. Second, the bus driver 
called the cops. Okay, if you were listening to me and my friends, we were pretty 
high, so we couldn't stay here, so we bounced over to another bus. We finally 
got to San Francisco, but we forgot where the dude lived, so we called him 
again... No answer, so we just decided to chill and walk around. Then, suddenly 
we got to a house that had a hella big party with hella vodka. This was good. 
We got ourselves some drinks and got drunk and passed out there on the spot. 
Something finally good happened. 

-Lil' Bro 
From The Beat: Living to find drink or smoke can lead you to do very 
foolish things that you later come to regret. We're glad this adventure 
didn't end badly. 
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ReminisGin' 



Sitting in my room, reflecting on my actions 

Thinking about my past, just to get some satisfaction 

Reminiscin' up on my memories, about the days when I was free 

Just chillin' on the block by the tree 

While we posted up on the block with the homies hella deep 

We lookin' out for fltty 'cause they always tryna creep 

They roUin' through my 'hood, always tryna catch us slippin' 

But we walkin' to the center, 'cause we always steady dippin' 

Just drinkin' on some brew with the homies from my crew 

Duckin' and dodgin' the cops, 'cause that's what we have to do 

Tryna keep my freedom; I don't want to be locked down 

But I'm always ready when I'm mobbin' around my town 

I'm all creased up from head ta toe 

So you better watch your girl, 'cause I'm known to be on the down low 

I'm a real heart breaker, like the devil a soul taker 

So keep your girl at home, unless you want to be alone 

Because the homies and Speedy Vicious — we running things 

Let it be known 

-Speedy Vicious 
From The Beat: You boast that girls are your personal toys/Yet, you put 
yourself in a place where there are only boys!/if you keep running from 
cops, smoking skn' drinkin' Hen'/Soon you'll be leaving these boys and 
joining imprisoned men! 



Happy Ending 



There was this one time when I was in an abusive situation and it was not 
good. My mother that I love a lot was dating a person who I disliked a lot, and I 
was feeling wrong for my mother, because he would always argue with her and 
sometimes put his hands on her. So I would tell my mom to let him go. But I 
guess that it was the love that she had for him wouldn't let her. 

We would argue at times and I would fight him sometimes. I would always 
be disappointed with my mother. I would always tell her that it was because 
of him that all this was happening. He would always put stuff in her mind and 
make her believe that it was my younger sister's fault, just because she would 
always disobey and not take care of her daughter. All of a sudden, my little 
sister moved out and then the same stuff was always going on. They would 
argue because of anything. I would tell my mother, "What's the problem now?" 
She would tell me that they had money problems and other stuff. 

Then it came to a point where I was the problem. By then, I knew that all of 
this was crap. They would get on me for coming home late or just because I was 
never there. We got into it. Then I got tired of all that and moved out my mom's 
house and moved to my sister's house. 

At first, when I was putting all my clothes and my belongings in a bag 
to go, my mom didn't say anything. But while the days went by, my mom was 
telling me to go back and I refused. I just said I was doing good. After time 
went by, she then was still having problems with her relationship and then 
she realized that the person she was with was the problem and she went to my 
sister's house and told us that he was gone. We just told her, good for her. 

Now we live together as a family and we keep joy around her to make her 
happy. God always does something for someone, even if it takes time. 

-Lil' Chucho 
From The Beat: We don't usually get to read too many stories in The 
Beat with such happy endings. We're sorry you had to go through it, 
but in the end, it came out all right. Now, do the right thing so you can 
be there for your family. 



I Cnnsider My Hnmies My Family \ 

I've been told by my moms to stop kickin' it with my homies. If anything, it 
just made me kick it with them more, because I didn't want to stop kickin' it 
with my family. I consider my homeboys that I like it with my family. With all 
the stuff we been through together, and have done together, I could never leave 
the homies like that. I feel like I was letting them down, so I always stick by 
their side and at any time, I'm down to ride. That's just the way I've been taught 
to think. 

-No Name 
From The Beat: We are all taught to think different things when we're 
children, but then we grow up and evaluate what we've been taught to 
see if it^ serving u% well. We can't stop you feeling that you're down for 
your homies, but we note that it is you who is giving up your freedom, 
and it is you who has to weigh just what that is worth. 



If I Siinnld Be Here 

I have, like, two more weeks to go, and I am happy, because I am going to be 
with my family. I know I miss, like, three holidays, but next year I am sure that 
I am going to be with my family. I feel bad, because I am not with my family for 
this Christmas, but I am very sorry. Next year I am going to be with them. 

I feel bad because my baby was born and I am in here, but at the same 
time, I am happy, because I am going to get out of here and I know that I am 
going to be a good father. Every single day that pass, I think of my baby. 

-Aventura 
From The Beat: You're focused on the right thing: the future, it is great 
that you are committed to being home with those that love you next 
year. We also want to applaud you for committing to be a good father. 
Now, you just have to do the things that make those commitments a 
reality. 



HeminlsGln' 
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Living the life loca 

Thinking I was cool because I was running 

From the chatah 

Knowing my mother would fear 

That I'd shed my last tear 

Never to wake up and give a last good-bye 

Sometimes I'd get high 

Can come home hella blasted 

My mom would shout 

"Get out of my house" 

She'd always tell me 

"You don't love your family 

Because you're ass is always involved in criminal activity" 

I'd be, like, "Nah, I will change" 

Begging God for forgiveness 

Crying to him, "Why me?" 

Anything's possible, but nothing's for show." 

I thank God for the stuff I got 

I'm in the hall, doing my time 

Spending my birthday on the 23rd of December 

All by myself, singing, "Las Mananitas" 

Dang, what a life I got 

Reminiscin' on my past 

It's hell in a cell 

My anger, frustration 

My passion, my guilt, my rage 

Trapped in a cage 

Crying tear by drop by tear by drop 

Love me for being me 

Because I can't change 

Or rearrange it 

I love you. Mom 

-Benavides 
From The Beat: Is life in a cell more of a hell than life on the outs? What 
do you do with your "anger, frustration, passion, guilt and rage?" We 
think those are precisely the powerful tools you need to "change and 
rearrange..." 



Snmetimes Words Can Kili Yon 

I see it as when fully cOGMitive, women followed by children are the most 
precious gift God has given us. How ashamed of ourselves we should be for 
how we handle this situation. To blame hate, envy, jealousy, lust, greed, pain, 
etc., the list could go on forever. But in retrospect, these negative things allow 
room for growth now, only if you let it, and "let" is the key word. Maybe it's all 
about will power. 

It's gotten to the point where society has made it a crime for a minor to 
have sexual intercourses. What a country! I see it as the less you have, the more 
fulfilling it can be, almost like a drug. Ain't no other time as good as the first (if 
done right) and a tolerance is built. Why abuse such a majestic thing? So much 
that needs to be said, not enough something. 

-Ogm 
From The Beat: Oh, you've got enough "something" all right! What do 
you think it tells us about ourselves that society has criminalized sexual 
intercourse for minors? Since such laws are always done in the name of 
"protecting" children (who are assumed incapable of making decisions 
in their own interests), what else does it tell u% when we compare those 
"for their own protection" laws with those that give DAs and judges the 
legal right to wave a magic wand over a 1 4-yeai^old and declare him stn 
adult for the purposes of punishment? 



Scared Frnm Tiie Drama 



I gotta get up, but I'm stuck and I hate this. 
No breakfast on the table, due to terrible conditions. 

I'm wishing on a star, but I ain't gettin' far. 

I gotta find myself a job, but they say I look too hard 

Scarred from all the damn drama 

I gotta get paid in a hurry 

'Cause ma girl's about to be a mama 

-Youngsta 
From The Beat: It's that need to get paid in a hurry that^ led you into 

L trouble. Being a father means a lot more than putting food on the table, 
it also means making sure you put yourself in the household. 



I Tlinoght Everything Was Gnnd 
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I thought everything was gonna be good. It was a Wednesday at my house. I 
was chilling wit' my lil' bro, just watchin' TV. Suddenly I hear a loud pounding 
on my door. I opened the door... I see the gang task force on my porch, waiting 
for me! But the worst part was that my lil' bro saw everything and I thought 
everything was gonna be good. 

-Anonymous 
From The Beat: We often think that if each one of you stopped doing 
the things you wouldn't want your little brother (or sister) to be doing, 
that would be the end of juvenile hall! 
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Dear Beat 



I am serving a seventeen-year prison sentence for white-collar 
crimes. I have been incarcerated for nearly five years now and have 
just under four to go. I am writing to share my experience and to 
give a little insight on how I cope with the stress of being kept away 
from my family. 

Allow me to give you a brief outline of my life thus far. I am 
a 37 year old male. I come from a middle class family and I have 
six brothers. I am a high school graduate with a couple of years of 
college. 

Before I caught this case I was married to a very beautiful 
woman who was by far the love of my life. I was employed by a large 
corporation making an above average income. Life was good. 

The opportunity arose to make some quick money, big money, 
and, unfortunately, I took it. Now let me tell you, that saying, 
"nothing worth having comes easy," is SO true! And believe me, 
those things go just as easy as they come. 

For some unknown reason, I wanted more. Is it human nature 
to always want more than you have? When is it enough? Do you 
think Bill Gates or Donald Trump thrive for more? I know I did and 
it was that desire for more that ultimately became my downfall. 

Don't get me wrong, I'm not saying that everyone should just 
be happy with the status quo. By all means, do what makes you 
happy; just don't let greed become a part of the equation. I did and 
this is what it got me. 

Before I let "more, more, more" become a part of my psyche, I 
was making 65,000 dollars a year plus bonuses. I had full medical, 
dental, vision, and a great 401(K). I had a company vehicle and 
an expense account. My personal car was a 2002 BMW 328i and 
my wife and I were buying a beautiful five-bedroom home in Santa 
Rosa, CA. 

My wife and I took lavish vacations and spent a great deal of 
time together. From the outside looking in, a lot of people would 
say we had the perfect life. But, what they could not see were the 
intense feelings of greed that were boiling deep in my soul. 

When the opportunity presented itself to make more money 
than I could spend, I jumped on it! I began buying all of the 
worldly possessions I could ever want, exotic sports cars, boats, 
motorcycles. Cartier necklaces became a weekly gift to my wife. 
Was I any happier? Sadly, no! Did my wife love me more? Nope. 
What did I really gain? A whole lot of material possessions that I 
hardly had time to enjoy and the Feds on my tail. 

Obviously the Feds caught up to me. I will save you all the 
sordid details, but it would suffice to say, I lost it all! After my 
arrest my wife filed for a divorce. I do not blame her, 17 years is 
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his first time writing. He tells the story of where he was and how 
he had a wonderful life until his greed got the best of him and he 
made a mistake that would cost seventeen years of his life. Most people 
want more than they have and it^ not that difficult to be greedy in 
a country that prides itself on oveMndulgence. However, we ususMy 
don't recognize < 

wondering where we went wrong. He's now found solace in writing and 
^% a matter of fact has already written four novels. He^ writing from 
Lake County Jail in Lakeport, CA, and we're going to hurry up and get 
this in the mail to him because we value what he has to say and want 
him to feel welcome to write whenever he wants. 



a long wait. The federal government seized my assets and made 
an example out of me. I literally lost everything. Right at this 
moment I couldn't buy a postage stamp. But that's okay. It took 
me losing everything to realize that life is much too precious to 
ever risk spending it locked in a cage. No wealth is worth being 
kept away from those you love. Right now I could say with absolute 
certainty that there is no amount of money in this world that could 
ever again tempt me. There is so much more to life than material 
belongings. 

What devastated me most was losing my wife, my very best 
friend, my soul mate. I miss her every single day and it is because 
of her that my life will forever be changed. At first I thought I was 
going to die. I literally felt like my heart was crushed. There were 
times when I felt like giving up. Now I would give all of the money 
in the world to get back the one thing that meant something to me, 
my wife. 

They say that things are never as bleak as our imagination 
paints them and that's true. There is a light at the end of the 
tunnel. 

When I'd lost everything and thought I was about to turn into 
a mental patient, I turned to writing instead. Some people turn to 
God, some get involved in prison gangs and shooting drugs, but my 
salvation was writing. I found an outlet for my pain and frustration 
that is not destructive. 

I have written four action/suspense novels in the past four 
years and I am currently working on my fifth. I have found that 
putting pen to paper is great therapy. You don't have to become 
a novelist to benefit from writing. Whether you decide to keep a 
journal for the more personal things in your life or you want to 
share your experiences with others, you can benefit from writing. 

Though I have yet to get published, there are a few publishers 
who are interested in my work. To "give back" I am donating all 
proceeds from my first novel to Saint Jude Children's Research 
Hospital. Hopefully when I am released I will be able to pursue a 
writing career and, just maybe, I'll be able to use my writing to help 
others. 
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Addiction 

I was on a train soon to be derailed. 

Drifting afloat like a boat with no sails. 

Trapped in a hole with no rope to climb out. 

Screaming for help but with no voice to shout. 

So hard to breathe when engulfed by the smoke. 

Gasping for air only brings on a choke. 

Calling again from a voice in my head, 

Constant addiction that never gets fed. 

Feasting all day, but it keeps wanting more, 

Smells all around me so hard to ignore, 

I never knew Satan grew in a plant. 

When burned the smoke has an addicting dance. 

But God is the sun that gives the plant light, 
Satan crawls through the root and grows at night. 

Inhale this herb and leave all your troubles. 

When the herb leaves you your problems double. 

Reality hits and you need the drug. 

Built up in a sink and the herb pulls the plug. 

And now you feel drained of all your worries. 


We really have a treat for you all with this next first time writer. He ^H 
just heard about The Beat Within not too long ago and decided to ^ 
send u% a poem. We're can't express how happy we are he did because 
his writing is off the charts, in his poem he tackles the experience of 
being addicted to weed and how his higher power has played a huge 
role in him thinking twice about his addiction. Sometimes it's hard for 
people who need to smoke weed to realize they have a problem because 
weed is so socially acceptable, especially in the great state of California. 
His poem also has a very consistent and easy flowing rhythm to it. He's 
writing from the Sonoma County Jail in SsMtsk Rosa, CA. We're glad he's 
working on his addiction. Hopefully, he'll be able to continue staying 
clean once he gets out to temptation. 


Your problems come slow but the herb hurries. 

Like a forest fire burning inside. 

So much fuel to burn the brain supplies. 

It's all in your mind if you learn how it works. 

It's a battle inside that surely hurts. 

Come back to a place where your mind is at ease. 

For addiction is the devil's disease. 

Walk with God, the creator of earth. 

You will soon find that you no longer hurt. 
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Screams In The Night 



Do you want to know what I here at night? Well then I will 

tell you. 

I hear silence and I hear screams. 

I hear the ramblings of a mad man's dreams. 

I hear the laughter of blood-thirsty hate. 

I hear grown men cry realizing their fate. 

I can't stop listening to all these things. 

I listen to the suffering and madness it brings. 

I hear the pain of the man who pleads for his life 

To reconcile his celly who wants him to bleed and die. 

Blood has a spirit in this lifeless place 

And all the cons want to see it drip from your face. 

It brings a sick satisfaction that something is complete. 

The power of the Alpha is the ultimate treat. 

I hear the pretenders who act like your friend 

But when they get the chance your life they will end. 

I hear it all and it scares me to hell 

Because I hate to hear it, but I listen so well. 



My Confession 



The bible says that when you confess your sins you can 
be forgiven for it is the change of your heart that expresses 
our guilt. All the things we have done, for selfishness, has 
been achieved by greed, lust, deceit. We naturally are told 
in society that we can achieve greatness but when that 
greatness is taken what more do we have to seek, lost 
is our goal of achievement and our souls feel betrayed. 
So betrayed that we feel the need to reach our intended 
greatness by any means even if it destroys what's around 
us. 

So to confess would be to recognize the destruction 
we might have caused. Even though the bible says to 
confess with thy mouth I have reservations confessing 
to convicts. But what I know needs to be heard. I don't 
know why but I have been compelled to warn others of 
what happens or happened to me. We can all say that we 
know because we heard it before but that's ignorance. 
Just because you hear it doesn't mean you know it. 

So I write my confession to whoever reads it in hopes 
that they can see the pattern. 

Sin has its paths but they're all the same. It's a pattern 
that we can see and read. Especially in The Beat Within. 
Children betrayed reach out with guns/drugs/murder etc. 
the convicts in the grips of realization send warnings of 
examples and sagas of sorrows and regret. But it's the 
ones that have excepted and see what they've done who 
no longer want to be who they were. 

The man wants to be a prince of a king and the king 
wants to be a common man. 

I wanted to be a king — a man of great change. Limited 
by my arrogance and ignorance I walked in darkness with 
a dead soul trying to fulfill a desire that can never be 
satisfied. First it was lies then drugs and liquor and lust, 
theft, then as the pattern went on murder. I was a king 
in my own way. I'm so sorry for what I've done and pray 
to god for forgiveness. I see what I have destroyed and 
have shed myself of my old life. I confess my stupidity, my 
iniquity, and what I have done. 

And I wait... day by day for a sign of forgiveness, I 
wait with a mind full of guilt waiting to be relieved of its 
weight. I take me still being alive as a chance. A chance 
to work towards my forgiveness no matter how long it 
takes. 

I confess in the name of Jesus Christ and go of all 
creation, and I wait... 



Without veteran. We %x^ it's been "too long" because every time he 
writes we learn something and not just about him, but about living 
life in general. You see, this man (liice many of ut\ has been through 
his share of hardships and pain. However, it's how you come out on the 
other end that defines what we go through. And if that's the case, then 
Jeremy is ^n outstanding human being ^n innovative thinicer. This week 
he writes mostly about his relationship with God and what that looks 
like for him. His relationship with God is obviously a special one to him 
because he continually expresses the good God has brought into his 
life, even under the harsh circumstances he's living in. He also writes 
a poem titled, "Screams In The Night, " where he describes what it's 
like to be incarcerated where he is. He's a prolific writer and that's why 
we're always pleased to hear from him. T " " -- - 

State Prison in Corcoran, CA., but once upon a time he too was a young 
detainee in the A unit in Santa Cruz County Juvenile Hall. 



My Shadow, My Fate 



Long have I stared at my shadow, hoping for a reflection 
of what I am. But what I sought stayed illusive in the 
darkness of myself. Deep in the shadow where no light 
is to guide a way. I strayed in my shadow. Following it, 
in hopes it would give me my desires. I turned in every 
direction not knowing the way. Little did I realize all I had 
to do was to look at what cast this dark chaos upon my 
feet. But my mind was in the shadow. 

It tempts me to seek ever deeper in return for a spark 
no bigger than a star. So down I go falling deeper and 
deeper. In the distance my voice fades to a whisper. My 
mind goes blank and my will becomes weak in this face 
of peril. A black face of nothing, but the lost and to this 
void. I laid my life searching my shadow for the light... 



llciidMif life searching mif 
shadow for the light.., 



The Purpose Of God 



The spirit of life is the light shed upon the world of dark 
things thereof. Christ, being the brightest morning star, 
was the light of lights. Coming into this world of lost faith 
with the sword of truth that cuts through the deceit of 
man's evil imaginations. Showing forth the hidden things, 
forgotten with time, with the strength of the divine nature 
of the power of our God of all creation. 

He preached of the things of the kingdom of heaven 
to reestablish the connection to the love that God has 
waited so patiently to show us. Yet still our ignorance to 
our own understanding of the kingdom of heaven was our 
failure to obtain the gifts of faith. It was said by Christ to 
not put faith into the wisdom of men. For men no longer 
add unto the bible the words of the spirit of God. The 
bible is all one needs to understand all things. But you 
must want to live a new life in order to understand. 

Here Christ a living man like you or I willingly left the 
sons of men beat, mock, and crucify him for he knew that 
with the blood he shed he washed the world clean of sin 
if only we except his sacrifice. One man who stood alone 
became the path to save us all forgiving sins in the world 
no matter great or small. Take the first step and just 
believe and he will show you the answers you need. Don't 
let Christ hang on the cross so needlessly for thee. 
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Black History Little Known Facts 

(Contributions and Inventions) 

Jan Matzeliger — shoe sole machine for longer wear 

Sarah Good — Fold-away bed that doubles as table 

Granville T. Woods — Telephone Transmitter for long 

distance and incubator to hatch 50,000 eggs at one time 

Louis T. Wright — Head and Neck Brace 

G. E. Becket — Letter Box 

Sarah Boone — Ironing Board in 1892 

George W. Carver — 300 uses of the peanut 

Benjamin Banneker — First Wooden Clock, The Almanac 

Dr. Charles Drew — Blood Plasma Preserve and Blood 

Bank 

Andrew J. Beard — Automatic Railroad Car Coupler, Steam 

Engine 

James Forten — Invented and Designed Sails for Ships 

Garrett Morgan — Automatic Traffic Signal (Patent 1923), 

Gas Mask (Patent 1914) 

J. Winters — Fire Escape Ladder 

Lewis Howard Latimer — Light Bulb Carbon Filament for 

Long Life 

Joseph Lee — Bread Crumbing Machine, 1895 

Lewis Temple — Whaling Harpoon Known as Temple's 

Toggle or Temple's Iron 

Onesimus (A Slave) — Invented remedy for Smallpox 
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ected) and this time he gives u% three 
really good, must-read pieces. The first, "What^ Wrong With This 
Picture?" is about how we're focusing more of our attention abroad, 
than we are on our own problems right here in the country. A great 



on restoring New Orleans post-Katri na. His second piece is a cleverly 
sarcastic reasoning of why skn^one would want to come to jail. And 
not only go to jail, but use the time they did ^% a badge of courage 
or something. We really enjoyed this piece and we know you will too. 
It's very entertaining. Then he concludes with skn informative of Black 
inventors and contributors. We found this to be refreshing because 
there are many people we didn't know at first glance on that list. He's 
writing from Florida State Prison in Raiford, Florida, and we can't wait 
to hear more... 



Eli Whitney — Comb-like cotton cleaner — Cotton Gin 

Madame C. J. Walker — Straightening Comb, Hair/Skin 

Products 

Elijah McCoy — Lubricating Cup for Equipment in Motion 

Benjamin Montgomery — Boat Propeller 

G. T. Simpson — Clothes Dryer 

J. A. Burr — Lawn Mower (Patent 1899) 

W. D. Davis — Riding Saddles 

A. Miles — Elevator 

Fredrick M Jones — Refrigeration Trucks for Long-Haul of 

Food and Medicines, Ticket Dispenser 

Percy Julian — Aero-foam for Gasoline and Oil Fires 

G. F Grant — Golf Tee 

C. B. Brooks — Street Sweepers (Patent 1896) 



Why Do So Many People Brag Aboot Being In Prison? 

Have you every met someone who acts as if having been in 
prison gives tliem status among their peers? What about 
the guy who brags about his uncle in Florida State Prison 
doing time, or the girl who shows off her prison tattoo like 
it's a badge of honor? What do these people know that the 
rest of the world does not? They know that prison life is 
wonderful. And here are 7 wonderful reasons why. 

Free Room and Board — No more worry about landlords, 
light and water or cable bills. You don't even have to choose 
where you want to live. It's all been taken care of for you. 
Even the furniture, antique iron or steel, has been tried and 
tested by at least 500 ex-tenants. So what if the mattress is 
lumpy and stained or the pillow is flat? Those ex-tenants 
tested them too. 

Automatic Job Placement and Training — No more filling 
out applications and submitting resumes. Not only is this 
a guaranteed job, but it's mandatory. You will work when, 
where, and do whatever you are told, be it digging ditches, 
washing pots and pans or shoveling manure. The best part 
about it is no matter what type of job skills or degrees you 
may have, no one really cares. You will be assigned a job 
according to the institutional needs. 

Free Clothing — No more worrying about what to wear. 
This may be one of the single largest reasons for the rapid 
decline of female prisoners and some sharp dressing 
males. No more running from store to store trying to find 
the latest fashions. No more worrying about a summer or 
winter wardrobe, except for a very light coat issued after the 
weather has turned cold and taken back before it warms 
up. You'll be wearing the same thing like everyone else. 
You'll be given three uniforms, underwear, and socks (most 
of these items will be used), to last as long as humanly 
possible. What a fashion statement! 

Great Food and No Cooking — Now who can pass up a 



combination like that. Just stand in line for about an 
hour to sit down for four or five minutes of food so tasty 
you may have a hard time figuring out what it is. One thing 
you can be sure of. You will receive a great deal of starch 
to blow you up. And if you are late for a meal, don't worry. 
Just be on time for the next one. So eat up (if you can) and 
enjoy. PS. Please don't make the cooks or servers angry or 
you may find something extra on your tray. 

Private Gym — Now here's a real plus. No more searching 
for a place to workout, and no outsiders. Just you and the 
other 500 to 1,500 inmates, according to the size of the 
prison. You may have to get to the gym early and fight to get 
what you need. But what's a lil' physical contact between 
inmates? Besides, you have to test your strength to know if 
your workout is working. 

Plenty of Peers — Who doesn't want to be part of the IN 
crowd? Some are IN for 10 years, 20 years, and some are IN 
for life. But regardless of how much time you are IN for, you 
will never be alone. When you go to the shower, someone 
will be there. If you go to the water fountain, someone will 
be there. You may be in an open dorm with 100 other guys 
or girls or you may be in a two-man room. Regardless of 
where or when, you never have to worry about being alone, 
not even if you go to the bathroom. Someone will always be 
around. Now doesn't that make you feel special? 

Live Action and Drama — A new guy walks into the dorm, 
sits his property on his bunk and goes to the bathroom. 
When he returns, all his property is gone. A young girl 
walks into the shower and begins to wash her face. She's 
suddenly knocked to the fioor and held down. She looks 
through soap filled eyes to see four girls standing over her. 
Fights, rapes, homosexual activities, lying, stealing, and 
an occasional murder or two — all live and in living color. 
When you put shoplifters, murderers, and everything in 
between in one place, live action and drama is what you're 
going to get. Who knows what your starring role will be on 
the inside. 
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What's Wrono With This Picture? 

As of last November, Congress had appropriated more than 
$38 billion for reconstructing Iraq. As of today, Congress 
has appropriated $27 billion for reconstruction of New 
Orleans and the Gulf Coast region. Practically all the funds 
to rebuild Iraq have been spent, as opposed to funding 
for the people of New Orleans and other Gulf Coast areas. 
Around the world sees progress. But at home is still a 
proposition of "wait and see." 

Last month marked the second anniversary of the week 
when Hurricane Katrina, America's biggest natural disaster, 
descended upon New Orleans and devastated the Gulf 
Coast states. Two years later, tens of thousands of folks 
from New Orleans are still scattered like leaves across the 
United States, unable to return home, to sanity, or to peace 
of mind. Furthermore, thousands continue living in FEMA 
trailers that are making their residents nauseous due to 
excessive levels of formaldehyde plus the sad fact that the 
residents have nowhere else to go. This year's funding 
for home rebuilding is out of money, which means many 
residents will soon receive no assistance at all. 

Moreover, the irony of the situation of New Orleans is 
that many of the residents who returned home and who 



found jobs cannot afford to pay apartment and home 
rental rates, which have grown far beyond so-called pre- 
Katrina levels. Thus, many Katrina survivors have become 
homeless. Yet others continue to suffer from depression, 
attempted suicide, and have become dysfunctional because 
of inadequate medical assistance and mental health 
counseling. 

Once more the NAACP has come to the rescue. Its 
leaders are concerned because they believe the 2008 Federal 
Budget is inadequate to address New Orleans' needs. Now 
that two years have passed, funding for assistance to Katrina 
survivors for housing, employment, children's programs, 
social services and state programs have been significantly 
reduced or completely removed from the budget. No one 
seems to know why. 

Therefore, I urge you to support our brothers and sisters 
in New Orleans and the Gulf Coast states by contacting 
your congressional representatives and encouraging them 
to fund services needed by Katrina survivors. Who knows? 
Your area could very well face a similar storm if we were to 
be hit by a future category 3, 4, or 5 hurricane. If so, what 
might we expect from the powers that be? Who would speak 
for us or come to our rescue? Would it be you? Think about 
it! Pass it on. 



The Beat Within 



I grew up in Los Angeles with two older brothers and three 
younger sisters. There was no father, just my mother. As 
I grew up I hated school, couldn't stand anything about 
education, so I started hanging out on the streets instead 
of going to school. I was only in the 6th grade. With no 
father my mother worked very hard to put food on the table. 
She didn't smoke, drink or use profanity. She worked hard! 
School clothes, or new clothes for that matter, was hard 
to come by, so I started dealing drugs and smoking weed. 
I started drinking beer, too; all of this at the age of 11. I 
learned everything in life from the streets. My mother did 
what she could; I got about two whoopings a day. 

By fourteen I was in jail for assault and strong-armed 
robbery. I did two months and got out. I began to go to jail 
for dealing drugs all the time. The judge finally sent me 
to Camp Miller where I got into so many fights they sent 
me to a lockdown camp called Camp Holton. In total I did 
a couple weeks short of a year. I got out and stayed out 
for two months. I was arrested for dealing drugs again. I 
was sent to a boot camp to complete sixteen weeks. Well, 
I escaped! I stayed out for five months. I was picked up for 
a gun and drugs. I was sent to C.Y.A. (Paso Robles). I did a 
little over two years in C.Y.A. I got out at the age of 18. Once 
again I stayed out 5 months. I remember when I got out of 
Y.A. my mother asked me, "Will you be out for good?" My 
answer was, "I don't know." How stupid was that? "I don't 
know!" 

On November sixth, thirteen days before I would turn 
nineteen, I was arrested for two murders and thirty-two 
robberies. I was convicted and given two life's without 
parole plus twenty-two years! I was almost sent to Death 
Row. After all I'd been through I never learned anything. I 
cared about no one! Not even myself! Since I was fourteen 
I haven't spent a birthday, Christmas, Easter or any other 
holiday with my family. All my teenage years have pretty 
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We haven't heard anything from this next writer in close to EIGHT 
years, so it^ our pleasure to introduce him to you again. He^ writing 
to reiterate his message to all of our young readers and we can't be 
mad at that at all. In fact, if you haven't noticed by now, we actually 
like when you veteran BWO writers drop a line or two for the younger 
generation. For who else is better to teach them that a life of crime 
and jail isn't a life that's beneficial in the long term. He's writing from 
Pelican Bay SHU (Security Housing Unit) in Crescent City, CA, and if 
you're interested in learning from someone who's experienced it, then 
we definitely suggest you keep reading. 



much been spent in jail. I'm thirty-two years old now and 
I've been in jail thirteen years and two months. Almost nine 
of those years have been spent either in Corcoran or Pelican 
Bay SHU. I've screwed my life up! I'm going to die in prison. 
That's not cool at all! I haven't changed my life completely 
because life is a process. I'm still learning about who I am. 

I don't know where I come from because I never met 
my father. All I know is his name is William BuUard and 
he lives in Dallas or Houston, Texas. I'd like to meet him 
one day, but I have no way of finding him. I screwed up my 
life! You all have a chance to get your life on track. If you 
continue on the wrong path the court system will put you 
away for good! This ain't a nice place to be. To know you're 
going to die in prison is not cool. I'll never have children. 
I'm an uncle and I've never held my niece or nephews! This 
is a cold life to live. Everyday I think I'm one day closer to 
death on the inside. Mentally I'm a very strong person, yet 
I want all of you youngsters to know that you can change 
for the better. If I could do it all over again, I'd change in a 
heartbeat! There's so much more to life than prison. Get 
your education and move forward for the better or one day 
I'll see you and you'll have that same stupid look on your 
face that I had on mine when I got to prison! 

Change! I can write and talk to you guys all day. I don't 
receive visits from anyone and I don't write anyone unless 
they write me. Since you can't write me I decided to write 
you. Hopefully you all change and get your life on the right 
track and leave all the stupid stuff alone. It ain't worth it. I 
let all my people down. 
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Milleniul Hip-Hop: "Ghettoism," Our Culture? 

Part 3: Negative Aspects Of "Ghettoism" 
After looking at some of the positive aspects of the "ghetto" 
generation culture, dress, talk, interests and social outlook 
— it is in order that we analyze the apparent negative side 
of the culture which plagues this "ghetto" lifestyle. 

Over and over again in our society we are reinforced 
with the idea that being a man consists of aggressively and 
violently standing up for what we believe. Movies, games, 
music and just growing up this bad boy persona gains 
recognition. Mac Dre said in "Don't Snitch," "When we was 
young the only weapon was our two fists, now who missed 
the first lesson in life, don't be no punk." This is just one 
example of the apparent influence of violent machismo 
affecting us in our "ghetto" culture. Everywhere violence 
is played out continually. It is constantly glorified. It has 
become such a part of society that we become accustomed 
to it! 

Our generation is not the only one who struggles with 
violence. It has been in all places since the beginning of 
time. It is an issue for all people and needs to gain more 
active participants in countering its influence. 

Where shall we start? How about attack the global 
economy, which makes a grip of money from the 
entertainment business, which produces images of 
violence that feed our mind. This is unreasonable. Change 
of this trend must start with us. We must acknowledge that 
violence is a curse on mankind and attempt to counter it 
with peaceful resolutions. (Violence is a major factor in the 
"ghetto" generation. I will cover it more in depth in the next 
couple of subjects) 

What contributes to the violent trend is the growing gang 
population. With the media and "ghetto" culture glorifying 
the gang life and the stubborn macho attitude in gangs, life 
continues to worsen for the "ghetto" generation. For gangs 
are everywhere! They do not reside in one neighborhood 
alone. Gangs are flourishingly fueled by violent and 
dangerous lifestyles; lack of social support; broken homes; 
a need to protect one's self; a need to fit in; peer pressure; 
music; money; and the increasing prison population. This 
must come to an end! How? By not glorifying the gang life 
or making it a means for personal, social and economical 
gain. The fact that our generation's style of dress portrays 
us as rough, which corresponds with our negative attitude, 
doesn't help. This must be challenged by self-awareness, 
which I will touch on later. 

Stemming from this and also producing this gang culture 
is proliferation of the drug scene. The advertisement of 
narcotics and alcohol is outrageous! Yet, still people expect 
us not to use. What a joke! Look at alcohol, it has become 
associated with fun! Drugs are glorified to the extent that 
whole songs and CD's are dedicated to them. The drug use 
is rising and our generation is getting the idea to supply, 
producing the new age drug dealers. 

There has always been drug dealers, but currently the 
glorification of this illegal profession has seemed to increase 
with the demand. It doesn't help that the glorification of 
this life manipulates our minds and gives us false hopes of 
success and wealth in a corrupt facilitation for acquiring 
the "American Dream." We see the glamour and the fame of 
coming up in the success stories into our lives, believing 
we can do the same. We are being fooled! With this drug 
scene comes the gang wars and senseless violence which 
is fought over drug turf and sales. What isn't glorified is the 
1,000 failed attempts to become a bailer. 

Moving on, we come to the sexual morals of our 



This next writer is speaicing on a very sensitive topic, but we really 
appreciate his insights, so we definitely want people to hear him 
out. He's speaking about the hip-hop culture and the positive and 
negative effects of that particular culture. When he speaks about it, 
he brings a %en%e of intelligence that you could tell he's observed and 
analyzed before. It's not like he just thought about this one day and 
decided to ramble about it. We can tell he's been thinking about this 
for a long time skn 

grateful for his detailed insights. For though the hip-hop culture takes 
a lot of flack for what^ going on in the streets, you can't deny the fact 
that if used correctly, the hip-hop culture can reach many. People enjoy 
the hip-hop culture because of how information is packaged, the actual 
words aren't really heard un\e%% that's what you're looking to hear or 
unless you're listening to a top of the line lyricist like Pac. Whatever 
the case, we were blown away by the ability this next writer has to see 



writing from a facility in Fairfield, CA, and we hope to hear from him 
again. Great thoughts... 



generation. If you found a virgin girl in your sophomore 
year of high school she would be labeled a "keeper." 
However, if you're a man and haven't slept with a girl, well 
then, you're not a man. Needless to say, sex is desensitized 
and extremely popular in our generation. It seems like most 
relationships revolve around it. Even "one-night stands" 
are praised. And many women are looked at as sexual 
devices, while men look like dollar signs. This is fueled by 
a self-indulgent generation. Which is shown in a lot that we 
do in our society. It must be confronted. Consequently, we 
glorify these behaviors in our speech, songs, and ways of 
living, with contempt and disrespect for each sex. 

Males and females should not be exploiting sex to get 
over on each other. What happened to the sacredness of 
making love? Obviously the only thing sacred we speak of 
is getting ours. This kind of behavior and lack of respect 
leads to the dehumanizing of women using the advantages 
of their sexual devices for personal gain. We, as men, 
neglect the importance of our female counter part. Women 
are not here to be dominated, conquered, abused, raped, 
molested, demoralized and looked down upon as inferior. 
They should be encouraged to grow as individuals and 
productive citizens. This type of attitude is hard to find 
when our vocabulary consists only of "bitch," "hoe," "slut," 
"skank," and so forth. Where did our utter disrespect for 
women come from? This type of behavior does not only 
effect the women of our generation, but the men also and 
our children. This is where the fire hit the ice. Women are to 
be nurtured for they nurtured us. They carry our offspring, 
our babies. With this ingrained women hatred it makes 
us look at them as reproductive machines and when we 
impregnate a girl we are inclined to ditch because this isn't 
the girl we truly desire. It was just a piece of "ass," right? 
Wrong. But this attitude sadly claims many children's 
fathers who turn tail and leave. Are we not now influencing 
the next generation to be like us? 

Now for those who these negatives do not apply, it is 
always good to realize the problems that are present in 
our generation. These are just a few topics that need to be 
addressed. 

How can we address them? How can we counter them? 
Now, believe me, these are not only problems for our 
generations. I am speaking on the people coming of age in 
the new millennium. (DOB 1985-2000) we must attach these 
with our resources and accomplishments of generations 
passed. 

For some people what I spoke on is a way of life, 
not just lifestyles adopted or acquired. This must be 
addressed. How can we counter this type of life and stop 
it from flourishing? Do we enter the urban, suburban or 
rural settings and start there? Do we start with the prison 
system backing this whole life of the streets? The music and 
entertainment industry? The inflation and ever decreasing 

continued on next page 



^^i 



^continued on-Jrom^previous,pagem 



wmn^m/u r » h^/ rj^^if r 



'T-U//7BX nanT' 



mm^g 



job market? Unemployment? The government? Or, should 
it start with us? You and me. Is it time for people to step up 
and change or continue in our degrading ways which are 
continuously glorified and claiming lives? See, our culture, 
our generation is a special one. We have a common theme 
in "ghettoism" that crosses race and classes boundaries. 
We have common theme issues that need to be addressed. 
To say all of us were born into the same life would be 
wrong. Our lives differ from each area. The problems that 
arise and are persistent within us are common and need to 
be confronted as a whole united people. 



Milleniul Hip-Hop: ''Ghettoism," Our Generation? 

Part 4: Challenge 
With the basic negatives of the "ghetto" culture, as I see it, 
laid out the last paper, it will only be proper to challenge 
the negative aspects of the "ghetto" culture to change, from 
bad to good. 

How can we do this? Obviously drugs, gangs, violence, 
sex, and women hatred is not secluded to our generation 
alone. But, violent crime is rising, gang affiliation is rising, 
sexual misconduct is on the rise, sexually transmitted 
diseases are rising and the degradation of the female sex, I 
believe, is at an all time high. Why are these rising? What 
can we do to counter this problem within ourselves? 

I believe it must start with the way we look at life. We 
must bring awareness to these issues we have and confront 
them. These issues will only continue to grow worse if we 
do nothing to change them. Waiting for these problems to 
change will not help. It's kind of like waiting for an infection 
to heal, it will only fester and grow worse. 

Societies way of handling these problems is locking 
up the supposed troublemakers and hard line all criminal 
activity. This causes many of us "ghetto" generationers to 
learn the truth of this negative culture the hard way. To 
those of us who have learned, we must use our knowledge 
and transformed lives to show our peers the truth. This is 
how I believe we must confront these growing issues within 
our "ghetto" culture. Truth and knowledge can and will 
change lives. 

Obviously, the cars stacked against this change. The 
glorification of this negative lifestyle is ingrained in too 
many people to see the realities which lie beyond the 
"glitter and fame" front. Many are also stuck in the so- 
called "game." How can you expect a convicted criminal 
to rehabilitate in a judicial system, which doesn't foster 
rehabilitative skills? Criminality fiourishes within the 
judicial imprisonment system and survival of the fittest 
fosters bitterness along with numbing people to any needs 
or person beyond the individual self. I do believe for those 
people stuck in the system they must survive, but they can 
use their experience, knowledge and know how to help 
deter others from following their footsteps. 

Embracing the "ghetto" culture does not mean accepting 
the negatives also. We do need to express ourselves in our 
own way, which I believe the "ghetto" culture does for us and 
sets us apart. With this established, we must realize that in 
order to gain respect we must earn and show respect. For 
respect is a major moral issue the "ghetto" generation has. 
Notiiing is free. If the problems within the "ghetto" culture 
only continue to grow it will call for intervention of others 
to control the way of expression we "ghetto" generations 
have chosen and have the "ghetto" generation looked upon 
as the "problem child" of the nation, which is the image it 
is quickly acquiring. 

To improve ourselves and our situation we must learn 



and change our views, our ways of living, and our 
behavior. We must teach each other and learn from the 
past and present mistakes. There has to be a better way 
to express ourselves then hatred. This is a good place for 
hip-hop to begin. The "ghetto" culture has the potential to 
change the nation. But, how can we change the nation if we 
can't change ourselves? 



Milleniul Hip-Hop: ''Ghettoism," Our Culture? 

Part 5: Political Issues 
For our "ghetto" generation the political opportunities we 
possess far exceed those of previous generations. First, we 
who fall into this "ghetto" culture have a common theme 
to unite us socially that crosses all socio-economical, race, 
sex and boundaries. This could not have been possible 
without the work of prior generations, but now we hold 
the possible unity they dreamed of and worked for. This is 
the equality we can grasp a hold of by coming together to 
support one another in this struggle we call life, liberty and 
justice. I will talk on this more later paper, for now I want to 
focus on our political issues. 

United under our common culture, "ghettoism," we can 
attack the ever-present racial confiicts in the workforce, 
schools and daily life. We can combine together to show how 
the economy is not providing ample opportunities in the 
workforce for the kids of all races and economical classes. 
With this decline of work opportunity in communities it 
opens the door for gangs and drugs to fiourish with the 
opportunity for monetary gains and personal advancement. 
(Job loss is not the sole reason for this rise in gang activity, 
but it does play a role by not providing ample opportunities 
to legitimately earn money and social status). Society looks 
at the gang population and drug culture wondering why 
kids choose to go this route. What they don't realize is with 
the lack of job opportunities and increasing competition 
for the minimal jobs we can get helps breed the gangs and 
drug culture. This needs to be brought to their attention. 

People need to realize what is going on in our lives. 
They see gangs as a threat to their livelihood, which in fact 
they are. They react to this out of fear and lock up the gang 
members without gaining the understanding of why they 
"bang" in the first place. People in society also stigmatize 
drug dealers as predators of the weak-willed, but who is the 
true predator? With fear driving the voting majority they 
continue to elect hard line politicians to office to try and 
eliminate the threat to their life. What they do not realize is 
how they are strengthening the gang and criminal element 
by increasing incarceration rates. Not to mention they 
add to our frustrations and fuel our rebellious ways to go 
against the system. 

With the continual lock-up of youths and the ever- 
increasing fear of the "criminal", they continue to bring 
about news laws and lengthy sentences to try and stop 
this counter culture movement a lot of youths adopt to 
survive and to be heard. Law after law is passed to put away 
these kids. Ordinances are brought about to curb youth 
gatherings. Communities lobby local governments to shot 
down youth activities because of the escalating problems, 
not realizing what they are doing leads to more idleness 
which breeds criminal activity. They must realize what is 
going on and the only way for this to happen is for us to 
make a voice for ourselves. 

It is a difficult task and a long road to travel to gain 
political recognition, but we must let our situation be 
known. Do not be deceived by the belief that these problems 
only occur in poor neighborhoods. They occur anywhere 

continued on next page 
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kids live. My suburban frustrations from struggle of life 
go beyond my suburban structure. All areas of society are 
seeing these problems arise and yet are doing nothing to 
stop them except enacting more laws to restrain the lives 
of our youth. They then increase our anger, frustration, and 
rebellion against society and the governmental structures 
set up to help us. 

A government by the people for the people, right? This 
government is empowered by the voting majority. Get it... 
voting... yes, we must learn to vote. We cannot just ignore 
political issues thinking they will fix themselves. If you 
think about it, who is the most affected by the choices 
made today? I see a lot of young casualties on all fronts of 
the political realm. 

To get back on the issue of the streets, drugs and 
drinking is another major society fallout. Addicted youths 
are becoming more numerous by the day. This is occurring 
for various reasons, but why are not more programs 
being instituted to help teach drug awareness and proper 
rehabilitation. I mean proper rehabilitation not to discredit 
the facilities in order now, but to help further them. What 
good does a program do if it helps someone change their 
ways for a time, but then drops the back off into the same 
environment they came from. This is just one of the many 
problems of our judicial system. Going beyond the system 
we get to the drinking age factor. This is a privilege given 
to an adult at age 21 to be able to drink. But, why are more 
irresponsible drinking behaviors arising if we are supposed 
to be responsible adults? Could lack of proper education be 
a factor or just blatant disregard for personal safety. 

These issues, in part stem back to our educational 
system. Instead of fighting over what can or cannot be 
taught in schools or what proper religious activities can be 
performed, why don't we focus on teaching the students? 
Why don't we focus on prevention within education? It is 
already a law that youths must attend school, so why do 
we tell the schools they can't teach or say certain things? 
Shouldn't we use this time to teach? We must utilize this 
time to educate. Who knows how many lives it will save. 

Speaking of properly using the educational system and 
saving lives, how many people are being lost to AIDS or how 
many people are being emotionally and physically damaged 
by sexual relationships. This is another major issue, which 
is damaging our generation. The women hatred expressed 
through a lot of males is driving a divide in our generation. 
Also, the unprotected sex is leading to unwanted babies 
and sexual diseases. With these comes life changing 
decisions and affects, one of which is abortion. Abortion 
is major issue, whether you're for it or against it, we must 
educate our young mothers to make the proper decision of 
taking away a life or keeping it. Both come with major life 
changing effects. Does this responsibility fall back on our 
educational system or ourselves? 

With these major issues being covered and many left 
unsaid, is it feasible for us as a whole to abstain from 
political involvement? To me this does not seem possible 
in order to change the problems of our age. 

We possess a rare opportunity to unite all races and 
economical classes to make our voices heard. Whether we 
do this is our choice. In order to help our situation we must 
understand that the only way to be heard is if we created 



a voice for ourselves. The government will continue 
to make our lives a struggle if they do not understand 
what is going on. This works both ways. For we cannot 
continue in our degrading ways and expect someone to 
understand us or for our situation to change. Could the 
"ghetto" movement be a means to an end for us or opens 
doors to a new beginning? The choice lies with us. Embrace 
or Erase. 



Milleniul Hip-Hop: '^Ghettoism," Our Culture? 

Part 6: Unity 
With the abounding possibilities of our generation, one 
supersedes them all. The chance for socio-economical and 
race unity. 

This possibility can only come about if people are 
untied in a common cause with similar culture needs. I see 
the "ghetto" culture as the link to bringing all of us who 
embrace this culture together in a common fight. This is 
a possibility prior generations fought to achieve. This is a 
possibility we must grasp as a defining factor for us, if we 
come together with one voice, this voice will resound in all 
neighborhoods across the country causing people to listen. 
This is a dream come true for us, which is made possible 
through our common culture "ghettoism." 

We must not over look this fact and continue to cause 
more divides within ourselves. The "ghetto" culture has the 
potential to give both male and female, African American 
and Caucasian, rich and poor a voice only if we come 
together to speak together. We can help each other by using 
personal resources to help better all of our situations. This 
is our chance to be heard. This is our chance to rise up and 
help ourselves. 

To remain unified we must see the differences between 
us, accept them, and then utilize them to enlighten each 
other on our individual struggles on order to come together 
with a common voice. We must share with each other so we 
can understand the struggles of all areas of life. 

In order for this to happen we must eradicate the hatred 
breed in us by this nation's racial divide. We must tear down 
the wall of color and see each other as peers, as friends. We 
must not look upon the rich with envious greed, but see 
them as another tool to help advance our culture. We must 
not look upon the poor with conceited eyes, but see them 
as the strong willed warriors we need to fight this fight. 
We cannot, male or female, look on the other as means 
of personal gain, but encourage each other to strive for 
excellence and success. 

These are all ways to bring us together, but are also 
personal issues that must be overcame and erased from 
our culture. This is why change is needed in order for us to 
unite together in our fight. 

For us, unity is the key. We have the potential to unite 
all of us for a common cause and let our voice be heard, 
and heard loudly. To bring us together we must accept 
each other. This is where our common cultural ties bring 
us together. Our "ghetto" culture can unite us if utilized 
correctly. Or it can divide and destroy us if played out with 
continual hatred and loath for the next person. We must 
unite for this fight. 



We can help each other hif using personal resources to help hetter all of our situations, 
This Is our chance to he heard, This Is our chance to rise up and help ourselves, ^ 
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We're Nothing Without Her 

For nine long moons, we both shared life, 
You cradled me close through sorrow and strife. 

You've gone without so that I would not; 
Your love and concern I never forgot. 

The sacrifice you've made is like no other; 
I owe my very life to you, my mother. 

As trees grow fruit, we've grown from you. 
The roots of our family so strong and true. 

Your words are medicine, food for the spirit; 
You tell us the good and for bad not to fear it. 

You shelter us all with care not to smother; 
I honor you proudly, my lovely grandmother. 

You've treated and spoiled me like your first born; 
Your hugs were like Mama's, loving and warm. 

You never denied me the things I would crave 

And taught me to always stand tall and be brave. 

You've always said, "Don't give up. Don't say I can't." 

For this I will never forget you, my aunt. 

We fought and we shared, we'd laugh and we'd scold; 
I'd give you my toys and you'd give me your cold. 

I'd fight to protect you, your honor and name; 
And if mine were threatened, then you'd do the same. 

To this day I'll protect you from blemish or blister. 

Through thick and through thin because you are my 

sister. 

Grandfathers, fathers, sons, uncles and brothers. 
Be mindful the earth and moon, too, are our mothers. 

Stand fast in defense of our daughters and wives! 
They are the true balance within our lives. 

Never be ashamed to respond when they summon! 
Remember, our ancestors honored The Woman. 
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lat "respect for our elders' 
knowledge and leadership abilities, learning to be stable and solid 
examples for our younger brothers and sisters, giving to instead of 
taking from those who are suffering under the same conditions we 
are, and honoring the people we come from and are raised by or who 
have cared for u%\" He's a very talented poet and his way with words 
makes reading his thoughts that much easier. His first poem is about 
how important women are to our communities and our families. And 
we agree with him that we should treat our women with respect and 
comfort. Then he concludes with a poem titled, 'The Shaman Is Calling," 
where he challenges the rest of u% to really think about our addictions 
before it^ too late. He's writing from Calipatria State Prison in Calipatria, 
CA. Keep writing and expressing yourself because we want to continue 
to read what you have to say. 
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The Shamao Is Calliog 



Young brothers and sisters, the Shaman is calling 

With warnings of danger, of stumbling and falling!! 

With warnings of heartache, confusion and shame 

To those who decide to play the dope game. 

The careless will tell you, "It's cool, just try it." 
Then try to convince you the next time to buy it. 

Your mind will be haunted, your body afflicted; 
You'll lie to yourself saying, "I'm not addicted!" 

Your thoughts will betray you, "The dope's where it's 

at." 

Adrift with no purpose, now how cool is that? 

Young brothers and sisters, this dope game is real!! 

To best friends you'll lie, from loved ones you'll steal. 

The bridges to family and friends you will burn 
And never before it's too late will you learn. 

Your dreams will elude you, reality fades 
To a life in the iron house, death, or with AIDS! 

Young brothers and sisters, the Shaman is calling 
To help you avoid all the stumbling and falling! 

Look first to your family, our elders are crying; 
They know in this dope game our children are dying! 

But elders have medicine much stronger than dope. 
Just seek out their counsel and you will find hope!! 

Their voice holds more force than a dope induced haze. 
Find strength in their voice!! It's our Chickasha ways.... 
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Information 



Information is a great source to enlightenment. 
Information is a great source of knowledge that leads to 
power. 'Cause the more you know, the more you can do. 
Information is a flexible tool because there are all sorts 
of information that helps you gain so much knowledge on 
so many different levels. Through studying all kinds of 
forms of information I have gained and in this little prison 
cell I have lived in for years have gave information that 
was not provided to me when I was in public school. Now I 
can see that there was so much information that was kept 
away from me when I was growing up. And now I can see 
that prison is not all that bad because now I have more 
time to think and study information and though studying 
this information I have learned so many years ago. 

When African Americans were still slaves law forbade 
them from learning how to read and write and now I see the 
reason for that because information is power. Information 
holds the key to freedom from mental physical bondage 
and that's why it was outlawed for these slaves to learn 
how to read and write cause they did not want them to 
free themselves through information. They wanted them 
to keep them from learning true knowledge of themselves. 
And they wanted to keep them from learning about how 
to free; they wanted to keep their brains washed. They 
wanted to keep that information away from them. When I 
was young and going to public school. A lot of information 
that I needed to know about was kept away from me. And 
from studying and gaining the information know I had 
come to learn if you deny people the knowledge, of their 
history and culture, you dente them the ability to develop 
there full potential. Cause information is power. 

And from studying, I have also come to learn that living 
provides us with an opportunity to gather information 
and use it to improve the quality of our lives. And 
studying has flUed me up with so much information. It 
is the responsibility of every adult to know their history, 
and culture to preserve it, and pass it in. to the next 
generation. Also the youths have the responsibility of 
every adult to know there history, and culture to preserve 
it and pass it on, to the next generation. Also the youths 
have the responsibility of using that knowledge, assuming 
they rightful place in history, and then passing this 
information, on there generation. Cause Information is 
power, information provides for though, necessary to free 
the mind. It is only though acquisition of the information 
that a, group of people develop the ability to control their 
destiny. 



Fit To Lead 



I have learned that every one is not fit to lead. 'Cause true 
leadership starts in the mind and heart. And leadership is a 
very big responsibility now a days, the world are full of lazy 
people who don't want to take care of those responsibility. 
Especially here in prison, and it takes a very well educated 
person who know the truth for what its worth. 

To be a true leader to the people, and is that benefit to 
lead means to me one who, has true knowledge of self. And 
true knowledge of god. And true leader cannot have in his 
heart hate, bitterness, and selfishness, jealousy, and envy, 
'cause there are what lead to the destruction of leadership, 
and a lot of the so called leaders of today. And sell out too 
easy. And to be honest about the matters, we do not have 
enough leaders who love, and respect the people enough to 
tell them the truth, and trust them with the truth. 



It's only the third issue of the year and already we're kicking '08 
off with a bang. We couldn't possibly kick it off with a bang without 
hearing from this next writer, for skn^one who's picked up a Beat in 
the last year should know who this is. He's one of our most consistent 
writers and he always sends us a slew of poetry. He's in touch with his 
higher power and it's always evident because he makes sure to send 
love up above. He^ writing from the Union Correctional Institution in 
Raiford, Florida. There's not too much more we can %x^ to about this 
writer because he's written so much we've introduced him for what 
seems like skn eternity. We'll never get tired of hearing from him though, 
so please keep sending those beautiful poems our way. 



God Is Good 



God is good. God I know you care. 
With me, God you have always been there, God is good. 

God you have been more than fair. 

God you have blessed me when no one else was there. 

God is good, God you are right, 

God you help me see when there's no light. 

God is good. God you are the best. 

God you have carried me through out my trails. 

And provided me with strength to past the test, 

God is good, God you are always willing to please. 

In my circumstances, God you have helped to keep my 

mind at ease. God is good, god is grace, in you God, I 

always have faith God is good. God you are always in my 

mind. 

God your word has taught me how to be very, gentle, 

calm and kind, god is good. God is good, god you are the 

way. 

You are the only one that listens when I pray. 

God is good you have made my soul. 

God in my life please take control. 

God is good you are at the top of my list, 

God your righteousness is what my life miss. 

God is good and he led my way. 

God you kept me going to see another day. 

God is good. God you are my faithful friend. 

God I will love you till the end. 



I Feel Like Reachiflo For The Sky 

Reaching for your Danielle, makes me feel like I am 
reaching for the sky. 'Cause I feel like the love you have 
for me are just that high. That's why your love is like 
reaching for the sky. And now you and your love are so 
far out of my reach. Unto I will not tell you a lie. When 
I think of you, it makes me feel like I want to cry. But I 
will never stop reaching for your sky. 'Cause your eyes 
or sky blue. And your heart is ever so true. And Danielle 
it ain't many I can say make me like you do. its hard to 
explain, 'cause you can not feel my pains when I am away 
from you. You are like quiet strength to me. 'Cause when 
I was angry with you, and my actions was not treating you 
fair. You still hung in there with me. And showed me how 
much you care, you thought I was not able to see that far. 
But I was able to see each and every one of your acts of 
caring for me. You know when I was mad at you, I did not 
mean any harm. You know I struggle with controlling my 
anger. But on the other hand Danielle, you are a smart 
young person. So I know you was able to that I did care 
about you. But now you are not around I can see clearly 
where I went wrong with you. But I still feel the same 
about you. 'Cause you make me feel like reaching for the 
sky. I do care about you. 
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Searchino 



I have been searching through our life. And searching was 
a must for me. 'Cause I was searching for an understanding 
is what I trust. Searching to know the ways of myself. So 
I could learn to understand the ways other. So I could 
come to peace with my brother. So we could bring to a 
head all the fighting with each other. 'Cause I was some 
what lost in my searching cause my heart was to far away 
from God. And I did not have the wisest idea. 

At one point, as to how and where to start my 
searching for true knowledge of self and the world around 
me. And my searching was somewhat a narrow search. 
'Cause at that time I did not have much knowledge of the 
inward search. 'Cause my young mind was to young to 
understand the searching my young tender heart longed 
for. 'Cause deep down in my little heard I knew it was a 
better way. Then what my young eyes was seeing. And 
what my young ears where hearing. And I knew I was 
a much better person. Then what my environment had 
condition me to be. 'Cause without even knowing I had 
done became the product of my environment. Very wild 
without any kind of self-control without self discipline. 
But I knew deep down in the depths of my young heart. I 
knew I had a long hard struggling road ahead of me. With 
my searching for a better way. A way other then what I 
had done grown up around. And my searching was always 
caught up in the mist of confusion. 

In the midst of fighting without any kind of direction. 
I had young angry troubled mind. And for the lacking to 
understand. My searching had become harder and harder 
for this truth I was in search for. 'Cause my mind was 
always in the state of being bewildered and this state of 
mind always made my search unclear to me and other my 
young life was full of anger and bitterness, which made 
me a very arrogant and aggressive young kid without a 
direction. And I wanted to some way learn how to live out 
the ways of my true nature. And that's what God brought 
me in this world to do. but I did not know how to trust 
in the lord with all my heart. But now I know what true 
trust in lord means. I must rely on him for everything. I 
must depend on him. I must be secure with confidence. 
I must believe in him. This was the keys they keys to 
my searching. Having faith in God was the key to open 
up any door that I need to be open in my life, and I learn 
that the Bible was the instruction to my searching and 
my direction. 



I Will Care For You 



I can never get the thoughts of you out of my mind. 

But I will always care for you unto the end of times. 

And you will never know how much I really care about you. 

Unto you give me a chance to show you so cause I do care 

about you more than you could know. 

So please give the chance for me to let my caring grow for you. 

So you say I don't care about you. 

But I think in your heart, you know that I do. 

It is just that I made a few bad choices with you 

When I let my anger get the best of me. 

And I act out to you in a way that I should have not. 

But if you would have felt I did not care. 

You would have not kept coming back. 

Treating me the way you did. 

So I had to be doing more right then wrong. 

Cause many of my actions was showing you that I care. 

I said this once before and I will say this again. 

I will always care for you unto the end of times. 

So get your mind right. 

So my caring can come back in a special way. 



I Surrender My Heart 



To you I surrender my heart, is the most I have to give. 

I surrender my heart to you, because you help ease the 

pain I feel. 

And since you have been apart of my life, 

your hands have wiped away all my tears. 

I surrender my heart to you 

'cause with me you have always kept it real. 

I surrender my heart to you 'cause you are off into my 

mind. 
A special person like you has been so hard for me to 

find, 

'cause you are one of a kind, I surrender my heart to 

you, 

with so much trust, and as the years goes on, 

in my life your love is a must. I surrender my heart to 

you, 

'cause to me you are like a gift from God. 

And I will love you with all my heart. 

I surrender my heart to you, and you always treat me 

with care, through thick and thin I will always be there. 



About Life Changing 



I love reading the Inside Journal Christian Newspaper. 
And I find that Inside Journal to be a very inspirational 
paper. I love reading about all life changing stories they 
give me so much inspiration and now I struggle with 
turning my life over to God. Cause right now, a spiritual 
transformation process is taken its place in my life, and 
in each moment I am starting to see my life change for the 
lord. And for a long time I've been wanting to get saved 
and live my life for the Lord and not for the world. But 
I know in my heart for years I have not been living right 
with God, but now I have become a true seeker after the 
truth. 

I have learned not to be affected by my surrounding 
but rise above them and to always keep my eyes on God. 
And each and every day. I ask the lord to create in me 
the person he wants me to be. 'Cause for so many years 
I have been running away from God. Caught up into a 
life of violence and self-destruction. My name is Michael 
Jerome McKinney. I am an incarcerated black male mixed 
with Cherokee Indian who was born in Attalla, Alabama 
but raised up in Tampa, Florida. And I have been locked 
up in prison since I was 18 years old. Just turning 18 and 
now I am 37 years old and I have been locked away from 
society for almost 19 years. And right now today all my 
remedies to my criminal case has not been exhausted. 

But in October 2003 all my legal paper concerning my 
criminal case ended up getting thrown away after having a 
big run in with some prison guards and at the moment, it 
looks as if I may end up dicing behind bars. 'Cause I have 
a life time in prison but I have much faith in God an since 
I have been at Florida state Prison I have found the great 
need to study and become a writer and I learned how to 
read and spell very well. So I could demonstrate to others 
by writing and speech that the judicial system and the 
prison system is a fraud. With no reform or correction. 
And I spent like 15 years at Florida State Prison and the 
last 12 years of my life has been spent on locked down in 
a one-man cell locked down segregation in a 6x8 cell. But 
the good thing about this God has been with me through 
it all. And God is with me right now today. 
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A Warm Smile 



A warm smile you bring to my face and warm and 
happiness to my heart. And this warm smile you have 
blessed me with me makes me feel like I am God. A warm 
smile. I will greet you with. 'Cause I smile with you as I 
see you as my perfect fit. A warm smile on your face lets 
me know, with me you will always keep it true. Danielle 
you always kept a warm smile on your face, every time 
we communicated with each other. In a talking way or 
playing way or when we were having fun together, you 
always embraced me with your warm smile. 



Lost Souls 



In prison there are many lost souls that cannot be found. 
As I listen for the sounds of the souls that are being sold. 
Waiting on the right time to unfold. So I could one day 
help save some of these lost souls. They are without a 
direction. These souls are too lost to understand God's 
protection. And each soul that is lost in the ways of the 
world and man kind. And I ask God to help these souls 
to be found. 

These lost souls don't know the true nature of the 
human man. Lost souls need so much help cause these 
souls are so far gone. Unto they don't know right from 
wrong. They hearts always sing sad songs. These lost 
souls live in the darkest evilness. Unto they don't know 
they souls are lost. They don't know God is the boss. 
These lost souls cry out ever so loud for help. Cause they 
souls have fallen weak into the ways of darkness. Unto 
they cant see the light of divine. When it shine. These 
lost souls or blind and don't know which way to see. 



Peace 



Peace to me is a very powerful word. Peace is one of the 
best feelings I have ever felt. 'Cause when I'm at peace with 
myself, and the ones around me, it helps me get an idea 
of what my true nature is like. So now each day I strive 
to do my time with peace of mind. This is freedom from 
disturbance. This is freedom from war and violence, and 
peace with self, and at peace with the people symbolizes 
love unity, and that's what my true nature is all about, 
peace brings about, a person being caring, loving self, 
respecting. And being respectful to others, peace in my 
life has been hard for me to maintain here in prison. 
'Cause the prison setting I live in, is always encouraging 
violence, verbal abuses, scheming, and deception, this is 
what the every day environment is like, right here. And 
when I do find some time off to myself, just to get a peace 
of mind or be at peace with myself. It never last long, 
some kind of foolishness or nonsense to be brought my 
way. 

And the reason why I cherish so much, each and 
every moment of peace when I'm to get it. 'Cause peace 
is something my life was without for so many years. But 
there has been coming and going moments where I have 
been in the state of peace myself, and those were around 
me. And those little moments of peace, gave me so much 
hope, so much inspiration, and peace is the state I'm 
always hoping to be in. But things did not always turn 
out to be like that, and when I'm in the state of peace, 
it brings me strength, silence and stillness, and three 
things open me up to the difficult situation I find myself 
in. 
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I'm Black Afld I'm Proud 

What happened to the days when the late great James 
Brown sang, "Say it loud, I'm black and I'm proud!" 
When Americans of African descent bonded as one in a 
united front to overthrow the chains of oppression and 
demand equality in employment, housing, healthcare, and 
education. Instead of being in quenched in a lifetime of 
poverty, illiteracy, hopelessness and frustration. 

When pioneers such as Malcolm X and Martin Luther 
King Jr. proudly gave heir lives to teach us what is morally 
right? When African queens Angela Davis and Assata Shakur 
taught us the "real" definition of how to be a beautiful 
strong black lady? The days when afros were the thing and 
we'd pump our fists in a "Black Power" salute, exemplifying 
pride in the faces of those who resisted change. Then pour 
out a little liquor and give a 21 -gun salute in honor of all the 
civil right soldiers we lost in the struggle for the betterment 
of the entire African Race? 

Judging from the state Americans of African descent 
is in today: comprising half of the over 2 million prison 
population, highest ratios of high school and college 
dropouts, 7-times more likely to fall victim to violent crimes 
at the hands of a silhouette refiection of ourselves than a 
white, highest percentage to die from aids, heart attacks, 
strokes, colon or prostate cancer, breast cancer, diabetes, 
obesity, infant mortality, approximately 75% of Black 
households being run by single mothers, mental illnesses 
running rampant amongst people of color, dwindling 



Going off the old James Brown song, "I'm Black And I'm Proud, " 
this next writer expresses the ills of his people and the struggles 
he has to go through on a day to day basis because he is a Black man. 
He envisions something better for his people and is frustrated that the 
passionate energy from the Civil Rights movement hasn't leaked over to 
the generations who ^te up and coming now. We believe he has a very 
real concern, however, we can't create unity out of hate and to those 
who are still involved in the destruction of their people rather than the 
furtherance, we should practice patience when dealing with them. It's 
hard to be patient when we see that things should be a certain way and 
they're not. And they don't even look they will be. He's writing from the 
SHU (Security Housing Unit) in Corcoran State Prison in Corcoran, CA. 



employment of people of color in major corporations, 
television and radio, the lack of trust and disunity amongst 
Africans, a lot of people of color fitting the lazy and stupid 
stereotypical roles the media projects, the self-defeat street 
attitudes and hopelessness a lot of blacks still possess 
self-hatred and black leaders black women being the 
authoritative figures and/or breadwinners in 2 parent homes 
young black males surpassing the "endangered species" 
category I can only say today's blacks are a "disgrace" to 
all the moral architects who sacrificed or gave their lives 
for Americans of African descent to have "Civil-Rights" and 
enjoy the "American Dream." 

James Brown sang: "Say it loud I'm black and I'm 
proud!" 

Almost half a century later I still yearn for that day to finally 
come when all my people can stand a top the rooftop of the 
freedom tower in New York City and boldly scream to the 
world: "I'm black and I'm proud!" 
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M) Viice 



as a child i screamed, did you not hear me? 

was my voice not piercing enough? 

i yelled, i cried 

unheard, denied 

no grace granted 

i learned fear 

i soaked up smiling when hurt 

trying to manipulate my life into 

"yes, i'm alright" 

receiving top marks in 

taking on others opinions of me 

it seemed to make them happy 

"that regina, she is so good, bad, lovely, a 

disaster" 

they would say 

what they didn't understand is that 

i lost me 

my own unique strength? 

i didn't know it 

one day i stopped "listening" 

to the voices, opinions, insights 

i wanted to know me 

what did i think, what was i saying 

i decided to speak, and loudly 

their ears denied my spirit 

it was my turn 

"accept it, accept me 

this is the way it is now, 

or you can choose to fly away," i said 

i will make it easy 

here is my back 

glance at it once more as you walk away 

i don't need you 
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Ah, how sweet it is to be able to find your voice, especially when people haven't heard 



screaming to be heard for so long. Her screams fell on deaf ears in the beginning, but now 
she's projecting her voice to the world. And we're grateful to have taken part in giving her sort 
of a loud speaker to do so in our pages. She's putting the voice that so many people have tried 
to ignore on a platform called The Beat Within and we know how empowering it is for her to be 
heard because in her poem it sounds like she thrives on being heard. And we love listening... She's 



the way things look, we are honored that she is seriously thinking about volunteering with u% 
too! We can't wait for her to see this. 



i don't 

strength, i thought 

but, that was the day 

a piece of my soul died 

i learned only to "speak" harder, higher 

my heart was still muted 

unheard, i continued my struggle 

to crawl out of the pit of 

"you are silenced" 

but gently one day a wing appeared 

i climb upon its soft feathers 

i heard its breath speak 

i am here 

a beautiful name 

solace and peaceful understanding held 

me so, i cried out 

"teach me, dear precious comforter, teach 

me. 

i reached out to your sweet embrace. 

will my voice be denied? 

i am screaming weary 

yelling tired 

i don't understand my tears 

show me my darkness 

childhood nightmares, childhood dark 

silence. 



i began to feel the flow of 
rest, calmness 

i am pursuing 

the prize of listening in truth 

hearing through my own silence 

a past point of pain 

but need it be so? 

perhaps this unchartered space is a place 

of grafting beauty's lessons 

upon my heart 

and i am not alone 

the wing has brought to me a new friend 

discernment 

she holds my hand, clears the way 

i begin to know - see 

the quiet voice inside my soul 

i have heard it before 

yet it seems different, stronger 

softly, it speaks 

"know me 

search me 

i am your words" 

i am here 

has spoken 

and i have heard 

my voice 
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Bottom Up 



Scene One: 

Location: Exterior, in the middle of an unknown town, Sarah, a 
beautiful young Asian woman, 29 years old, slim, tall, brown eyes, 
dark hair, wearing daisy duke short jeans, and a blue tank top 
shirt, no socks, no shoes, walking along the earth. She starts to 
talk to God. 

Sarah: Lord, give a blessing to promote my life to a more sane and 
wealthy life. I know that blessing may take awhile to explain fully, 
but I'll appreciate a small step at a time. 

Sarah walked two miles and ran into a large pile of old rags and an 
old sewing machine. She smiled, and swiftly accumulated all that 
can be used. Abruptly a hard wind blows her away advancing her 
a few feet from the ground. She lands in a town called Aesthetic 
City where she opens a shop making and designing clothes out of 
the rags that she had accumulated. With business running out of a 
warehouse that blew her way from her prayer. She gets a call from 
a connection to do business. 

Sarah: Hello, Sarah speaking. 

A voice from the other end speaks (female by the name of Julie) 

Julie: Hello Sarah, this is Julie from "Torrid Wear." I would like to 
negotiate a business deal of 500 pairs of your hottest dresses in 
silk and 500 in cotton. 

Sarah: Okay, I'll tell you what 50,000 dollars up front for those 1000 
dresses and I'll have them delivered to you tomorrow morning. 

Julie: it's a deal. See you tomorrow morning! 

Sarah: Okay, bye! 



f i MJlffi!ili)Jft i ffJi l lf ! Jilffjrf ^ 



Daniel is a great storyteller and he's been telling us stories for quite 

awhile now. He likes to set r - '" ' " -- ^- 

between people. 

woman who went from the bottom, up. Hence, the title... It has a great 
moral in that she put her mind to something and with perseverance 
made it work and became very successful. We're guessing his intention 
was to make u% believe that we can achieve anything we put our minds 
to and we thank him for the incredible lesson. He's writing from Corcoran 
State Prison in Corcoran, CA. Let's all learn something from Julie. 



Scene Two: 

Location: Interior, Aesthetic City, the next morning, Sarah's 
assistant, Dave, a short heavy set Asian man pulls into the garage of 
"Torrid Wear" with the delivery order to trade off. Julie approaches 
Dave and introduces herself. 

Julie: Good morning, I'm Julie 

Dave: I'm Dave, nice to meet you. 

Julie: Same here. You can just unload the dresses and leave them 
here. My employees will handle it from here. 

After Dave unloads the dresses he collects the $50,000 and gets 
back to Aesthetic City, where Torrid Wear is. Phone call after 
phone call business is a huge success. Another blow of wind, but 
this time it was stronger, and Julie got lifted off the second layer 
of ground. She flnds herself in a more wealthy and elated class. 
(Los Angeles County, Hollywood California) Julie buys a mansion, 
a Benz, an SUV, all happening in a more suitable place for a fashion 
business. And she was set for life in the billionaire class. Julie 
started from the ground and crawled her way up 'til she touched 
the sky, and sky isn't the limit because she is still going. 



When rd lost everif thing and thought I was ahoMt to 
tMKH into a cental patient, / ti^rned to writing instead, 
Some peopie tnrn to ^od, some get involved in prison 
gangs and shooting drngs, i^ut mif salvation was writ- 
ing* I fonnd an on t let for mt/pain and frustration that 



is not destrnctive, 



read the rest of Wllliaffi Bond's 3W0 piece on page 43 




